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"Nu will give you a tight hug!" She let out a cry of joy and swung her swords at Ragna. 
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"Why did Major Kisaragi go to Kagutsuchi?" At the thoughtful look on Tsubaki's face, Hazama 
looked a little surprised and said, "Oh." 
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Prologue 


Near a secluded forest, there stood a war-torn church. 


It was a building with white walls and a green roof, and nearby, large trees grew close together, 
as if embracing it. The surrounding area was a gentle plain, where short green grass blanketed 
the earth, flourishing as it swayed in the soft breeze. Here and there, white and yellow flowers 
danced in the wind. Through this landscape, a narrow path gently wound its way toward the 
nearest village—though, to call it a village was a bit of a stretch. 


This was once the site of a large-scale war. A battle for humanity's survival against a colossal 
monster—the Dark War. It was here that the war, in which humanity from all around the world 
fought, came to an end. 


It had been over eighty years since that final battle, where humanity faced despair and made its 
last stand. Now, what had once been a place soaked in blood and death had transformed into a 
peaceful, verdant landscape, blessed by rich nature. 


In the midst of this tranquil scene, a woman stood, basking in the pleasant breeze that carried 
the scent of earth and greenery. She was sweeping the front of the church with a broom. Her 
white and black clothes were an old-fashioned design of a nun's habit, and she wore a matching 
headscarf on her head. 


She was a sister living at this church. For decades, she had lived alone in this place. 


There was nothing here. There had never been a village alongside the church, nor did anyone 
come here seeking salvation from far away. After the war ended, she had come from nowhere, 
built this church, and ever since, she had quietly lived here, as if guarding the land by herself. 


From beneath her headdress, wisps of white hair streaked with brown peeked out. Her body 
was slender and lean, and her hands that wielded the broom were also thin and wrinkled. Her 
face, which bore a gentle smile under the soft afternoon sunlight, was etched with deep 
wrinkles, far removed from the taut skin of a young girl. 


Even so, her deep brown eyes, the color of wet earth, still reflected the vitality and energy she 
had in her youth. 


Rumors said she was nearly a hundred years old. Yet, somehow, her appearance and 
movements defied that, looking far younger than one might expect. 


She noticed a small insect near the door, apparently dazed, and squatted down to carefully pick 
it up, avoiding stepping on it. With a swift motion, she released it onto the grass, her movements 
so light that it was hard to believe she was an old woman nearing a century. 


"Oh dear, | was going to pick some fruit in the forest if the weather was nice, but | completely 
forgot..." 


As she was about to resume sweeping, the aged sister paused, her hand coming to her 
forehead. She remembered that her homemade berry jam had run out yesterday. She had 
planned to bake bread with the remaining wheat since the grocery delivery was coming 
tomorrow. 


"It's too late now... the sun will set soon." 

Gazing at the forest that stretched behind the church, the sister sighed regretfully. She had been 
coming in and out of the forest for so many decades that she could wander around as easily as 
in her own garden. If her legs were as sturdy as they had been in her teens, it wouldn't be too 


late to go now, but her body wouldn't allow it. 


Though, when she was a teenager, she would often get lost and wander around the forest for 
hours, eating the fruit she had picked for jam. 


"I'm so forgetful. Hehe, I'm a proper old lady now." With a sigh, she decided to make the jam 
tomorrow. She reached for the broom. 


But at that moment, she suddenly noticed a change in the air and looked up. 

She could smell blood. 

Before she could even think further, she heard the sound of something crashing through the 
forest. Two distinct noises of feet stepping on grass—no, not animal footsteps. These were the 


footsteps of people. 


The sister leaned the broom against the door and, lifting the hem of her long robe, ran toward 
the back of the church. 


She quickly spotted them. Two small figures were walking toward her. The moment her eyes fell 
on the figure leading the pair, she stopped dead in her tracks, instinctively covering her mouth 
with both hands. 


Her eyes widened in shock. 


The figure that slightly quickened its pace upon noticing the sister was, in fact, not entirely 
human. 


Once, it had resembled a human child, but now its entire body was covered in two-tone fur, 
white and brown, with a long tail split at the end, hanging low. The hood of its cloak, woven from 


what seemed like blades, had triangular ears attached to it, beneath which real triangular ears 
were hidden. 


The figure approaching her was a bipedal cat. It was a beastkin, a rare species that now barely 
existed anywhere in the world. But what truly shocked the sister was not the sight of this rare 
beastkin, but that the figure before her was her sister's husband —her brother-in-law—whom 
she hadn't seen in decades. 


"Jubei-san!" Calling out his name, she came to her senses and ran again. The smell of blood. It 
was coming from Jubei as he approached. 


As she ran up to him, she was once again taken aback. She thought he was just injured, but 
when she looked closely, she saw that it wasn't just one or two injuries—his entire body was 
covered in wounds. 


The cat's face, peeking out from under the hood, was bleeding from the forehead, and dark 
blood stained his brown fur. His clothes were spattered with an ominous pattern of dust and 
blood. The ragged cloth wrapped around his abdomen, presumably to stop the bleeding, was 
stained a deep crimson. 


She couldn't guess what had happened to him from his appearance. But the blood told a vivid 
story of something having gone wrong. 


"It's been a long time, Sister." The beastkin, Jubei, twisted his cat-like mouth into a wry smile 
and spoke with a sarcastic tone. The sister knelt down and met his gaze. As she got closer, the 


unsettling smell grew stronger, and a chill crept up her spine. 


"It's been a while, but... my goodness, you're covered in wounds. What happened to you, 
Jubei-san?" 


"A lot of things. I'm sorry, but | don't have time to explain everything." Despite being in such a 
bad state, the battered cat-man replied in a normal tone, showing no sign of pain. 


Frowning at this, the sister reflexively placed her hand on Jubei's forehead. But within a few 
seconds, she lowered it, her hand closing into a weak fist. 


"Oh... that's right. | can't heal you anymore." 
Once, her hands had the power to heal. With just a touch and a thought, she could close 
wounds and ease pain. But as the years passed, that power gradually faded, and several years 


ago, it was completely lost. 


Jubei shook his head slightly. 


"Don't worry about it. They're just scratches. More importantly, I've got a favor to ask you." 
"A favor?" As she listened, the sister already had a faint idea of what he might be asking. 


Jubei was carrying a small child on his back. It was a boy, his body limp and weak, either 
unconscious or deeply asleep. 


Behind him was another boy. He seemed a few years older than the boy Jubei was carrying, 
and his shallow, labored breaths caused his thin shoulders to rise and fall. He glared at the 
sister with the intensity of a wounded animal, as if daring her to approach. In his arms, there 
was another child, a small girl, who was also unconscious and resting against him. 


Three children. They looked very similar to each other. Their skin was unnaturally pale, almost 
sickly, and their hair had a faint golden sheen. Only the older boy, standing on his own feet, had 
his eyelids open, but judging from his appearance, all three of them likely had the same 
beautiful green eyes. 


"Please take care of these three. Leave them here at the church and raise them," Jubei said, 
attempting to pass the boy on his back to the sister. But before he could, the boy at the back 
grabbed Jubei's shoulder, which was at about the same height as his own. With his wounded 
arm, he strongly protested. 


"Don't worry. The sister is very strong. No... the sister is the only one who can do it. There's no 
safer place than here," Jubei said soothingly. But the boy, with his sharp green eyes, glared at 
the sister as if refusing to let her touch the sleeping boy. 


"It's okay, Ragna," Jubei repeated, gently trying to calm the boy down. At that low, almost 
murmuring tone, the sister gasped softly. 


"... Ragna?" she whispered, almost unconsciously. At the sound of the name, the boy took his 
hand off Jubei's shoulder and retreated, shielding the girl in his arms. 


He looked like a frightened little puppy—injured, hungry, and in pain, yet desperately trying to 
protect someone smaller than himself, baring his teeth and standing firm. The sister couldn't 
help but smile warmly at the boy, her eyes soft with compassion. 


"Is your name Ragna?" she asked softly. 


The boy seemed caught off guard by her gaze, her voice, or perhaps the words themselves. He 
glanced at Jubei, then at the boy on Jubei's back, and then at the girl in his arms. After a 
moment of hesitation, he looked back at the sister... and despite his wary gaze, gave a small, 
shallow nod. 


In that instant, the sister felt a warmth swell in her chest. It reminded her of when she was 
younger. Before the deep lines had formed around her eyes, before her hair had turned 
white—when she met someone, and then parted ways. The boy looked so much like that 
person. And that person in her memories also had the name Ragna. 


Al, it's like magic. Or perhaps a miracle. The sister lowered her eyelids, offering a prayer of 
gratitude. 


As he waited for her eyelids to lift once more, Jubei gently lowered the boy from his back and 
handed him over to the sister. Ragna, the boy, hesitated but did not resist this time. 


Cradling the unconscious boy in her arms, the sister felt the warmth of his small body, and it 
brought her past memories into sharper focus. 


"This boy is Jin, and the girl he's holding is Saya. And as | said, his name is Ragna," Jubei 
introduced each child in turn. 


Jin, Saya, Ragna. 


The sister silently repeated their names in her mind, over and over, with a warmth as though 
wrapping something precious. 


"Jin and Saya... So, these are your younger brother and sister, Ragna," she said softly. 
"Mm? That's right, but... Sister, how do you know?" 
"Because | heard it a long time ago. That you had a precious younger brother and sister." 


Yes, a long time ago, she had heard it from him. From the man she had made an important 
promise with. 


Her brother-in-law looked into the distance, as if recalling something, and smiled weakly. 


"| see," he murmured softly to himself before looking at the sister again. "Can you take care of 
them?" he asked heavily, his feline features usually so endearing now bearing a weighty 
question. 


The sister, unburdened by the weight of his request, nodded lightly, raising her chin. 


"Of course. No, actually, I'm the one asking you. Please, let me take care of them," she said, 
gently pulling Jin's head closer, as if making a silent plea. Tears welled up in her eyes. It was a 
joy so overwhelming, it felt as though she might drown in it. She never imagined such a 
future—such a destiny—awaited her. 


"Let me have the responsibility of protecting these children." 
At the sister's words, Jubei sighed deeply, his shoulders slumping in relief. 


"Ragna. She is... the Sister." For a brief moment, Jubei hesitated, as if debating whether to 
reveal her real name. In the end, he introduced her using the name he had grown accustomed 
to, and stepped aside, presenting the boy from the back. 


The boy, unsure of what to do, maintained a stern expression while his eyes flickered with 
confusion. He looked at the sister. When she reached out to him, Ragna flinched and tried to 
pull back, startled, his shoulder jerking up. Ignoring his discomfort, the sister gently placed her 
hand on his head, patting him softly. 


"Nice to meet you. I'm so glad to meet you all. Welcome to my church. This will be your home 
from now on." Speaking warmly, the sister thought to herself. The promise made long ago. She 
had been waiting for this day to come, hoping for it to arrive for so long. 


She felt a pang of regret in the back of her mind for not making jam earlier. If only she had, she 
could have served them bread with jam and tea to make them feel at home. 


"Welcome back, Ragna." Her voice trembled slightly. For a moment, a look of concern passed 
through Ragna's green eyes, as though he was struggling to open up. And in that moment, the 
sister realized. 


He's still a gentle child, after all. 


Tears welled up at the corner of her eyes, and with a joy that felt like that of a little girl, she 
spoke in a soft, heartfelt tone. 


Hey, do you remember? 

Do you remember that promise? 
I've finally met you. 

Hey, did you get to meet them too? 


A small stream flowed nearby, and just behind the church stood a forest, rich with fruit. This 
place was once the site of a great battle during an era of war. But now, it is a forgotten land. In 
the midst of the gentle, grassy meadow, the small church stood alone. The modest yet lively life 
of the aged sister and three children began on this day. 


Hey, Ragna. Did you get to meet me? 


Stratum City - Chapter 1 


A flurry of hurried footsteps echoed through the high, arched white ceiling. Everyone was 
shouting warnings and orders to attack. Catch the intruder, kill them, don't let them get any 
further. The voices, rather than sounding resolute or fierce, were strained with a more desperate 
tone, vividly portraying the dire situation. 


With white hair and eyes of different colors—one green and one red—he was a striking figure. 
Clad in a sturdy black suit, he wore a striking scarlet coat over it. 


(They sure do come in droves...) He thought with a hint of frustration, then let the broad, 
thick-bladed sword that had slung over his shoulder dangle from his hand. 


He had no intention of hiding. In fact, if they found him and attacked, he preferred to meet them 
head-on. Sneaking around wasn't his style. If he was going to be conspicuous, he might as well 
do it in the flashiest way possible, so that one day, just hearing of his arrival would send them 
running. 


Though, he thought, it was probably unrealistic to expect such a convenient outcome. 


Soon, five or six men in blue and white uniforms rushed in, guns drawn. They hadn't noticed him 
yet, and when they saw him, the first few faltered. But he didn't stop. Bursting into a sprint, he 
charged straight forward, swinging his sword in a wide arc. 


"Stop! Or we'll shoot!" The warning was meaningless. The uniformed men aimed their guns and 
fired simultaneously. A deafening roar echoed through the corridor. However, immediately after, 
he swung his raised sword with great force. 


"Uraaaaaaaah!" The sword released a black, ominous wave that soared through the air, 
swallowing all the approaching bullets and completely obliterating them. The wave surged 
forward with the speed of fire, engulfing the uniformed men who were about to fire their next 
shots and blowing them away in a single breath. 


With a roaring sound like a whirlwind, the men were knocked back and slammed into the wall. 
The wall cracked heavily under the impact. 


Just one strike. With that alone, all the men who had bravely raised their guns to confront the 
intruder lost consciousness and collapsed in the hallway. 


"...¥ou knew you were going to be taken down, so why the hell did you show up? Idiots." 


It was all so anticlimactic. As he glanced at the fallen soldiers in their uniforms, the man, 
wielding a large sword, immediately began running down the hallway. 


He couldn't afford to waste any more time here. His destination was the deepest part of the 
facility, the lowest level. 


From the end of the hallway, more soldiers in blue and white uniforms appeared. They shouted 
as they took aim with their guns or drew their swords. There were more of them this time, but it 
didn't change his approach. He charged straight in, brushing aside everything in his path. 


One after another, the limp bodies of the soldiers in their uniforms tumbled across the hallway, 
security systems were completely destroyed, and even the doors, which had been shut tight, 
were chopped down and reduced to scrap metal. 


He hadn't snuck in quietly at all. He'd kicked down the guards at the door and burst right in. As if 
to proudly display his strength and leave a deep mark, he had rampaged through the facility, 
destroying everything in his path, advancing deeper and deeper. Whatever stood in his way, he 
cut it down. With such violent strides, he pressed on, and on, and on... 


And what he eventually reached was a deep, underground hall, beyond the long, long lift, which 
opened up like a gaping mouth. 


...[t was a world entirely different from the corridors and rooms he had passed through so far. 
The air was different. The temperature was different. 

The walls, ceiling, and floors were all covered with metal-like panels, and above the vast space, 
a glass-walled small room overlooked the hall. Beneath it, heavy machinery was lined up, and 
before these machines stood a strangely large device, silent and imposing. 

There was no one there. The people who should have been here had probably evacuated upon 
hearing the alarm. And the people who should have rushed here had already been scattered by 


the white-haired intruder. 


Step by step, he advanced towards the massive device that dominated the center of the 
chamber. 


The strangeness clung to his body. 
It felt as though the very air was saturated with an instinctual unease—something that warned of 


a sense of wrongness, as if this place were from a different world altogether. But to him, it was 
familiar. 


He had visited places like this many times before. He couldn't count how many facilities with the 
same structure and hidden underground devices he had visited. Every time, the purpose was 
the same. To destroy these enormous devices. 


He walked forward, his feet firmly planted on the floor. 


What was this thing for? How many of the people who worked here even understood its 
purpose? 


Every visit brought with it the same thorny question. 


What did they think they were accomplishing, coming down to this gloomy, underground place 
day after day, fiddling with these flickering instruments whose purpose they didn't understand? 


When he reached the edge, he glared at the device. The machine, constructed from silver 
metal, loomed so high it was almost impossible to see the top. It was as deep and vast as it was 


tall. The central part, the one he looked down upon, was circular. 


This was the "cauldron." 


Now, multiple metal plates overlap to close the mouth of the device, but if they open, the inside 
is like the crater of a volcano. A fiery, lava-like substance swirls, burning fiercely as if it intends 
to swallow anyone who dares to look inside. 


But what swirls within is neither lava nor flame. 


It is another world. A distortion in the fabric of reality, a place where humans should not be. The 
other side of a gaping rift. The outside of the world's shell, a place that should never be seen, 
never entered. 


The metal device he looked down upon was the one controlling and interacting with this 
"cauldron." A device to touch the otherworldly realm - the Boundary - that humans were never 
meant to reach. 


He had been traveling the world, destroying these "cauldrons." And now, as he stood there, 
gazing at it, there was no sense of nostalgia or emotional attachment. 


With no more hesitation, he sheathed his sword and extended his right hand toward the device. 
He muttered something under his breath—the same destructive words he had spoken countless 
times before. The words awakened the dormant power in his right arm, and the power sparked 
a blue light in his arm. 


In the blink of an eye, the amplified light filled the room and he hurled it with full force toward the 
device. The next moment, the gate to the other world, which had been sealed deep 
underground, was blasted away, along with the vast chamber that surrounded it, leaving no 
trace behind. 


Akitsu, the 9th Hierarchical City, the branch of the Novus Orbis Librarium. 


The facility that stood at the center of the city had collapsed due to an attack by someone, and 
the entire city was in turmoil due to the commotion. 


A white-haired man in a red long coat was quietly trying to leave the city. His work here was 
done. There was no need to stay longer. 


In stark contrast to his flashy actions inside the facility, he took a winding path outside, avoiding 
the main streets and selecting the darkest, least noticeable exit. If he were to be found by the 
uniformed guards in the city, he would have no choice but to fight them off. That would be 
troublesome. 


He passed through a rusty iron gate and headed toward the port further ahead. A passage 
beside it would lead him outside. At that moment, a faint scent of roses brushed his nostrils. 


"You're like a stray dog with nowhere to go," came a voice, coolly mocking him. He stopped in 
his tracks and turned around, looking up at a nearby streetlamp. 


At the top of the simple lamp, which split at its end, stood a girl. She looked to be just past ten 
years old, though her youthful face was illuminated by the dim light, and her red eyes held an 
intelligence that seemed far beyond her apparent age. 


It didn't really matter where he was going. As long as it was Kagutsuchi, it wasn't far from Akitsu. 
He glared fiercely at the spot where the girl had disappeared, then began walking toward the 
next destination. 


A few days later, his name was publicly listed as a wanted criminal across the world. Ragna the 
Bloodedge. That was the name of the most-wanted criminal in history, Known by the alias "Grim 
Reaper" and carrying the highest bounty ever offered. 


December 30, 2199 — 13:27 
About a hundred years ago, the world was on the brink of destruction. 


A giant and grotesque monster, known as the "Black Beast", suddenly appeared and began 
destroying everything in its path. 


Humanity had no way of fighting against its overwhelming power, and the world's population 
was reduced to half in no time. 


But then, six brave warriors appeared. 


They challenged the Black Beast with weapons known as "phenomenon weapons," defeated 
the demonic beasts of calamity, and brought a future to humanity. 


Praised as the Six Heroes, they disappeared without a trace into the sea of history and were 
lost to time. Yet, their glory lived on as a legend passed down through the ages. 


That was a long time ago. 


If there are any remnants from the Great Dark War—the war against the Black Beast—that are 
still known in the current era, they would be two major ones. 


One is the Novus Orbis Librarium. This organization was born from the global coalition that 
fought alongside the Six Heroes during the Dark War, and now it oversees the entire world. 


The second is seithr. A substance that overflowed worldwide with the appearance of the 
demonic beast of calamity, the Black Beast, and continued to remain in the world's atmosphere 
even after the Black Beast was defeated. 


Now, it is used in various technologies and has become indispensable for everyday life. 
However, excessive exposure to seithr can still pose a danger to the human body. As a result, 
humanity must avoid large amounts of seithr while still using it for daily life. Seithr tends to 
accumulate in greater concentrations the closer one gets to the surface of the earth. This led to 
the creation of Hierarchical Cities. 


Built upon the foundations of tall mountains, entire cities were constructed in plate-like layers, 
extending outward from the mountain's peak. The cities spread both vertically and horizontally 
along the height of the mountains, resulting in compact yet towering cities with multiple layers of 
urban plates. 


The 13th Hierarchical City of Kagutsuchi is one such complex, multi-layered city, just like other 
cities around the world. 


In the midst of one such layered city, in the winding narrow streets of Orient Town, he walked 
with a slightly unsteady gait. With white hair, a green left eye and red right eye, his appearance 
was striking. His black attire was complemented by a bright red long coat. At his waist hung a 
sword with a wide, thick blade, unmistakable in its appearance. 


Ragna the Bloodedge. 


A wanted criminal with an SS-tier bounty, responsible for the destruction of several branches of 
the Novus Orbis Librarium. He was the highest-bounty fugitive in history. 


Despite his fearsome reputation, none of the city's inhabitants paid him any mind as they went 
about their business. They probably thought he was just another outlaw who had wandered in. 
Occasionally, indifferent glances would briefly pass over him and then move on. 


This was Orient Town, a district located in the lower levels of Kagutsuchi. 


In layered cities, the higher the level, the further one is from the dangers of seithr, and the more 
clean and safe the area. Conversely, the lower the level, the less regulated it is, and the closer it 
is to dangerous concentrations of seithr. In such cities, the upper levels not only represent a 
higher standard of living but also a lesser risk to one's life, whereas the lower levels carry a 
greater degree of danger. 


Naturally, the highest levels of the city are occupied by the Novus Orbis Librarium, which also 
serves as the governing body. Its related facilities and the residences of its affiliates take up 
most of the urban space. 


Next come the wealthy and those with close ties to power, who live on the upper floors, while 
those with lesser status or wealth are pushed further down, their position in society dictating 
how far they must descend. 


The residents of Orient Town were people who, by the nature of this societal hierarchy, had 
been pushed to the lower levels. 


None of them could be called wealthy by any means. They were struggling to support 
themselves, their families, and a few close friends, and few would want to get involved with a 
strange, white-haired man and invite unnecessary trouble. 


In truth, Ragna himself didn't have the luxury to pay attention to the people around him. 


It had been two days since he infiltrated Kagutsuchi through an unused access point. Since 
then, he had been traveling through back alleys and abandoned areas. Though it wasn't by 
design, he had no choice but to walk through these endless, treacherous roads. To be honest, 
he was exhausted. 


He had decided to take a better route on his wayback. 


"Still, for a lower district, this place is pretty lively," Ragna muttered as he glanced around, 
offering a blunt observation. 


Orient Town was a chaotic, poorly planned neighborhood, with houses haphazardly built and 
clustered together. The streets were narrow and constantly twisted, and the buildings were so 
close that they seemed ready to collapse into each other. 


On top of that, all kinds of items—wooden crates, bags filled with unknown goods—cluttered the 
alleyways, making it impossible to pass through without obstacle. Often, a seemingly simple 
alley would turn out to be impassable. 


There were strange statues with red pillars and bulging eyes. Small lanterns hung throughout 
the town, as well as countless signs of all shapes and sizes glowing with dazzling neon lights. 


In most lower-level districts, the buildings were so tall and densely packed that sunlight was 
blocked out, leaving the area dark even during the day. But here, there seemed to be no such 
shadows. 


As Ragna emerged from a narrow alley, he found himself in a slightly more open street. Shops 
lined both sides of the road, and it seemed like this was one of the main streets of the area. The 


colors and size of the signs were far more vibrant than those in the alleys. 


(There's probably no one from the Library around here.) Ragna thought, feeling relieved. 


Even in this relatively wide street, the people walking were all clearly locals. There was no sign 
of the Novus Orbis Librarium's dreaded blue-and-white uniforms. 


This was a welcome sight. If any of those guards saw him, it would be a major issue. After all, 
Ragna was a wanted criminal. Without any consideration for his surroundings, he'd have to play 
cat-and-mouse with the guards who would inevitably gather to chase him down. 


Ragna glanced around as he placed a hand on his stomach. The exhaustion was one thing, but 
the hunger was becoming unbearable. Since entering Kagutsuchi, he hadn't come across any 
shops selling food, and his preserved food had run out. He hadn't eaten anything since last 
night, and the hunger was starting to take its toll. 


Even in a lower district like this, there should be at least a few restaurants. He began scanning 
the various signs for something that seemed like it might be a place to eat. Then, he stepped on 
something soft. 


"NYEOW!" At the same time, a strange cry came from beneath his feet. 


"Ugh." Thinking he had stepped on a cat, Ragna quickly lifted his foot. However, what he saw 
was far bigger than he expected. In fact, it wasn't an animal at all. 


Lying on the ground, her arms and legs sprawled out limply, was a girl. Her body was entirely 
covered by a hooded robe, but her long braided hair and the color of her skin peeked out from 
beneath it. 


"Wh...what the hell are you?" Ragna asked, his voice more of a question than a warning. A thin, 
weak tail swayed in his field of vision. The tail was attached to the girl lying there. 


"Uh... ugh..." With a faint trembling voice, the girl groaned and slowly raised her face. Looking 
up at Ragna, there wasn't a girl's face inside the hood as one might expect. There was a dark, 
shadowy void. Within it, a pair of red, round eyes seemed to be sunken, and a crescent-shaped 
mouth with white teeth was turned downward. The triangular ears attached to the hood trembled 
as if convulsing. 


It wasn't human. Nor did it resemble a beastkin with a beast-like tail and ears. 

"Could it be... a Kaka?" Ragna had seen a creature with this strange appearance before. It was 
when he had visited his swordmaster. The creature then had a similar black face with very 
simple facial features. Though the girl before him and the Kaka woman he had seen were 


clearly different individuals, this distinct appearance was unlike anything else. 


Although he knew the name "Kaka," he didn't know what kind of clan they were. 


Now, what should he do with this girl? Should he turn back without getting involved, or should 
he ignore her and move on? 


As he hesitated, the girl, whose face was the only part of her still raised, suddenly clung to 
Ragna's leg with a speed that belied her apparent weakness. 


"Whoa! W-what the hell!" 


"Oooo meow~... Help me... meow." The girl with triangular ears and a tail pleaded pitifully as 
she clung to Ragna's leg, while he tried to shake her off. Ragna vigorously shook his leg to 
loosen her grip, but for some reason, her arms wouldn't budge. 


"Damn it, let go! What the hell is wrong with you?" 


"| won't let go, meow, I'll never let go meow... if you don't help me, I'll eat your leg, meow..." 
Despite her weak voice, her grip on his leg was surprisingly strong. Even with this commotion, 
the people around him only gave a brief glance, as if looking at something strange, and then 
passed by without getting involved. There was no danger of getting into trouble, but it didn't 
seem like he could count on any help from a kind passerby. 


After a few more failed attempts, Ragna finally gave up. He lifted his leg halfway and looked 
down at the clinging Kaka girl, exhausted. 


"Wait, wait, wait, don't eat my leg! And what the hell are you talking about? Help? What do you 
mean?" 


"Oooo... thank... thank you for asking, meow. Tao is in a really bad situation neow. I'm... I'm at 
my limit, meow." 


"Huh? H-Hey, what's wrong? Are you okay?" Her voice was so desperate that it made him worry 
just a little. He lowered the foot he'd been lifting and looked down at the face that seemed to be 


filled with shadows. 


The face, which resembled a black mask, had eyes and a mouth hanging weakly, gazing up at 
Ragna with a look of exhaustion, as though she might faint at any moment. 


"I... 'm... hungry... meow" 


On a round table covered with a yellow cloth, several dishes were lined up. 


There were fried pieces of chicken, generously coated in a flavorful sauce, meatballs stir-fried 
with colorful vegetables in sweet and sour sauce, square-cut pieces of pork simmered in a rich, 


sweet and savory broth, and mountains of fried rice. There was beef and vegetables stir-fried in 
a rich miso sauce, crispy spring rolls wrapped in thin dough with finely sliced vegetables inside, 
and steaming, soft buns filled with ground meat... 


With the white steam rising from the dishes, the strange girl with triangular ears and a hooded 
robe leaned forward so much that she almost fell off the chair, eagerly shoveling food into her 
mouth. 


"Hguu-hguu-hguu meow hgu-hgu-hgu-hgu-hguu meow hgu-hgu." 

Whether it was the sound of her chewing the food or slurping the chopsticks, a hollow sound 
continued to pierce the air. The eyes that had been drooping weakly a moment ago were now 
round, and her mouth was curved into an upward crescent. 

Watching her with an exasperated look, Ragna picked up a piece of fried chicken from his plate. 
The thick batter was crisp and delicious. It had been a while since he'd had a meal that wasn't 
just grilled over an open flame. 

"Is it good?" 

The food was rapidly disappearing. When the strange girl had started ordering massive 
amounts of food, Ragna had turned pale, thinking there was no way she could finish it all, but it 
seemed that worry had been unnecessary. 


In fact, at this point, he was more worried how he was going to pay for all of it. 


The girl, whose white-tipped tail was wagging happily, grabbed a fluffy bun with both hands and 
looked up at him. 


"It's delicious, meow! This one, that one, and all of them—so yummy, meow!" 

"Is that so? Well, I'm glad." Ragna sighed, rubbing his face in disbelief. 

When she ate like this, without a care in the world, it made him wonder if she had any concept 
of restraint, or why he was the one buying a meal for this strange, unknown girl. And more 
importantly, why he had let her drag him along to this restaurant in the first place. 

The girl took another big bite of the meat bun, chewing happily. Before he knew it, she had 
finished it and swallowed it in no time, causing Ragna to smile wryly as he picked up a spring 


roll. The plate, which had been full, now only had one left. 


"To think that you're treating me to such a good meal, you're a good person, white guy, meow. 
Tao is really grateful, meow!" She swung her arms around dramatically to show her joy. Her 


hands were hidden entirely inside her sleeves, which were large and round, almost like the front 
paws of a cat. 


Ragna finished his spring roll and then asked, "Is Tao your name?" 


"Taokaka, meow!" She nodded enthusiastically and, with the meat bun still in one hand, took 
another bite in one big motion. 


"Tao left the village and set off on a brave journey... but ended up so hungry she couldn't move. 
If Good Guy hadn't helped me back then, Tao would probably be dried up and turned into Kaka 
jerky by neow. I'll never forget this 'kindness,' meow." 


While rambling about her backstory, Taokaka grabbed a plate of miso stir-fry, holding it down 
and shoveling the last bit into her mouth. Ragna didn't have the heart to point out that he hadn't 
eaten that yet, and instead just sighed with a frown, watching her. Resigned, he grabbed a meat 
bun for himself and slumped his shoulders. 


"Yeah, yeah. 'Kindness,' huh? You'll probably forget about it once you're done eating." 

"| won't forget, meow!" 

Suddenly, Taokaka straightened her tail, and with a quick movement, she leaned forward, 
looking up at Ragna from the table. Her round, pupiless eyes and crescent-shaped mouth full of 
sharp teeth resembled a mask, giving her an eerie appearance. But for some reason, when she 


stared at him, it felt endearing. 


"The Kaka tribe is a very loyal one, meow. We never forget a favor. When Tao becomes a rich 
person one day, I'll treat Good Guy to a meal, meow!" 


"Rich... You? You were almost starving to death, and now you're talking about becoming rich? 
You don't even have a plan." 


"Nuhfufufu, | do have a plan, meow." With that, Taokaka casually speared three meatballs with 
her chopsticks and popped them into her mouth. She then slid down her chair and pulled 


something out of her clothes. 


It was a crumpled piece of paper. Taokaka spread it out on the table, smoothing out the wrinkles 
with her round hands. 


"Tao is a bounty hunter, meow. | catch bad people and get a lot of money, meow." 


"A bounty hunter?” Ragna furrowed his brow in confusion. 


A bounty hunter was essentially a mercenary who earned money by hunting down criminals with 
bounties on their heads. Originally, wnen the ecosystem was disrupted by a massive amount of 
seithr, causing a surge in new species, the Librarium had assigned them to hunt down these 
new species. 


But nowadays, the term more commonly referred to those who earned money by tracking down 
dangerous criminals or fugitives with large bounties on their heads. Most bounty hunters were 


people who couldn't find decent work, so they resorted to violence to make a living. 


Though female bounty hunters weren't particularly rare, Ragna had never seen one as 
defenseless and unconcerned as Taokaka. 


"That's right, meow. | became one today, meow." 
"Today?!" 


"And neow I'm gonna catch this guy, meow!" With a proud grin, Taokaka handed the crumpled 
paper to Ragna. 


Ragna took the paper while still chewing some meatballs and vegetables. It was a wanted 
poster, the kind you'd see plastered around street corners. The bounty's reward was unusually 
generous, and there was a portrait of an extremely ugly man. 

The name on the poster was Ragna the Bloodedge. 

"Bwah?!l" As soon as Ragna saw the name, he spat out his food 


™“Bwah'? Why'd you suddenly spit out your food like that, Good Guy? What a waste, meow." 


While Taokaka protested, still munching on her last meat bun, Ragna stared intently at the 
wanted poster in his hands, his hands trembling slightly. 


(W-What... What is that picture? This doesn't look anything like me! If they don't even know what 
| look like, then why the hell are they spreading this around?! Don't go around telling people | 
look like this!) 


He wondered if this poster was plastered all over Kagutsuchi. If so, it would be depressing. Not 
only was it embarrassing that this hideous drawing was being passed off as the face of Ragna 
the Bloodedge, but with this reward, there had to be a lot of bounty hunters looking for him. And 
a lot them were probably hanging out in Kagutsuchi. 


(I can't just walk around town normally...) 


It would be a pain to be found by those guys in blue and white uniforms, but bounty hunters 
would be even worse. They would certainly start "working" whether it was in the middle of the 
street or not. 


"_..Hey, Taokaka, right? You wouldn't happen to know any hidden paths to the upper levels of 
Kagutsuchi, would you?” Ragna asked, lowering his voice as he returned the crumpled poster. If 
there was one, it would be much better than causing trouble. 

Taokaka licked the last of the sweet and sour sauce from the plate of meatballs and replied. 


"Yup, | know a secret path, meow." 


"Really!! That's great! Why don't you show me the way there in exchange for that meal | bought 
you?" 


"That's fine, meow. Good Guy is Tao's benefactor. You can leave it to me, meow." Saying so, 
Taokaka grinned and slammed the clean plate down on the table. 


Just then... 


"Sorry to keep you waiting~!" A young waitress arrived, setting down several new dishes on the 
table. 


There were noodles topped with minced meat, crispy fried noodles covered in a savory sauce 
and loaded with vegetables, a platter of sliced roast pork, and a variety of steamed dumplings 
filled with shrimp paste, minced pork, and aromatic vegetables, all wrapped in soft dough. 
Fresh, unrelenting steam rose to the ceiling along with a rich aroma. 


"....Huh?" Ragna hadn't ordered any of this. He was about to protest, but then it dawned on him. 
It had been just before... when he was looking at his wanted poster. Taokaka had finished off the 
last of the meat buns from the plates of food on the table at that point. Immediately after, Tao 


had reached for the menu. 


"Wahoo, that looks delicious, meow! The secret path is dangerous, you know. Good Guy needs 
to have a full stomach, or he'll get hungry again, meow!" 


Instead of feeling guilty, Taokaka gleefully pulled the steamed dumplings closer to herself, and 
Ragna, unable to take it anymore, grabbed her hand forcefully. The sudden movement made 
Taokaka almost rise from her seat. 


"W-What the hell are you doing, adding more food?!" 


"Meow? Is Good Guy full neow? Then Tao will eat it all..." 


"No way! | can't pay for this mountain of food! | don't have that much money!" 


Ragna was in a panic. He didn't have a steady job. Occasionally he earned travel expenses by 
pretending to be a bounty hunter or doing odd jobs, but that was just temporary. He couldn't 
even afford a decent place to stay, so the idea of adding more orders to what he had already 
ordered was unthinkable. 


Just as Ragna was about to explode, a hand landed on his shoulder. He shrugged it off at first, 
irritated, but the hand immediately returned to tap his shoulder again, and a voice asked from 
behind. 


"Excuse me, sir? Did you say... you don't have any money?" 


"...Huh?" Ragna turned around, and there, standing behind him, was the waitress. She was 
much shorter than him and was smiling sweetly, but there was a hint of killing intent in her eyes. 


"You said you don't have any money?" the waitress asked again. 


Immediately after that, Ragna grabbed Taokaka's arm, who seemed completely unaware of the 
situation and was stuffing the steamed buns into her mouth, and slapped the waitress's hand 
away. He lifted Taokaka over his shoulder like a sack of potatoes and ran out of the restaurant 
as if he had been shot. 


"Meow!? Tao's food! | haven't eaten it yet, meow!" 

"Shut up! This isn't the time for that!" Ragna shouted angrily at Taokaka, who was reaching out 
behind him and making pitiful sounds. He ran out into the main street of Orient Town and 
pushed through the crowd, running with all his might. 

"Wait~!! Someone catch them! It's a dine-and-dash~~!!" The waitress's high-pitched voice rang 
out behind them. To Ragna's surprise, the waitress was keeping up with him, her speed 
matching his. Perhaps it was due to her infatuation. 

Ragna cursed under his breath, realizing that the first trouble he caused in Kagutsuchi was 
going to be a dine-and-dash. Taokaka, being carried on his shoulder, hung her tail down in 
dejection, but her arms were still reaching back in the air as if trying to grab her lost meal. 


"Ugh, Tao's food..." 


"Forget about the food! Tell me where the secret path is, or do you want to be caught by the 
restaurant staff and turned into minced meat?!" 


"Minced meat?" 


"Yeah, meat! If you don't want to end up as the next dish on that menu, tell me quickly!" While 
Ragna didn't actually mean that the manager would mince them up, Taokaka, who had belatedly 
understood the meaning, seemed to take it seriously. Her tail jumped up suddenly and swelled 
up thick, as if in alarm. 


"If I'm made into meat, | won't be able to eat meat anymore, meow! | don't want that, meow!" 
Agilely twisting her body on his shoulder, Taokaka landed in front of Ragna and started running 
on all fours like a beast. 


"Good Guy, this way, meow!" 
"Okay, | got it!" 


Taokaka dashed into a narrow alley, and despite a slight delay in his reaction, Ragna followed 
suit, flipping his body as he turned sharply to follow her. As they moved away from the neon 
signs, the surroundings grew darker. As he ran, Ragna bitterly thought to himself. 


Maybe the bounty on my head will go up tomorrow because of today's dine-and-dash... 


December 30, 2199 - 13:35 


Against a sky shrouded in gray clouds, a type of ship arrived at the port. However, it wasn't a 
ship that sailed across the sea. It was a ship that crossed the sky. The magical cargo ship 
carried goods such as humans and equipment in its swollen belly, while its wings extended 
outwards, absorbing seithr to enable flight. 


Naturally, a port where flying magic airships docked had to be specially constructed. The 13th 
Hierarchical City of Kagutsuchi, Port 5. Smaller and less conspicuous than the others, it was a 
port that was used for specific purposes. 


Several guards in blue and white uniforms, with guns slung over their shoulders, got off and 
quickly took up their positions, exchanging reports on their radios. A moment later, a pair of 
black leather boots stepped onto the flat ground of the port. A tall man in a black suit emerged, 
adjusting his slender frame. He adjusted the black hat perched atop his green hair with his 
fingers and tilted his face upward toward the sky. The hat shaded his eyes, but his thin lips were 
twisted in a dissatisfied frown. 


"Oh dear. Is it raining?" 


A quiet rain fell from the gray clouds that filled the sky. It had been raining for quite a while, and 
Port 5 was thoroughly soaked. There seemed to be no movement in the clouds, so it looked like 
the rain would continue for some time. 


Letting out a resigned sigh, the man quickly moved to a roofed area to shield himself from the 
rain. 


The man in the black suit was a member of the Novus Orbis Librarium, often abbreviated as the 
NOL, and he was part of the organization's Intelligence Department. His name was Hazama, 
and his rank was Captain. 


The magical cargo ship he had arrived on was used by the Intelligence Department of the NOL. 
Port 5 was typically used for covert missions or other sensitive tasks that couldn't be made 
public — essentially, it served as a port for avoiding prying eyes. 


"Captain Hazama! You're outside." A woman's voice called from the stairs of the magic airship, 
and Hazama, who had been brushing the water droplets off his suit, looked up. A young woman 
in a blue and white uniform with a matching poncho quickly ran down the stairs. She wore a 
blue beret, and her long, camellia red hair flowed past her waist. 


With a splash of rainwater from her blue boots, she reached the front of the management hut 
where Hazama was and took a deep breath, straightening her posture. Her sky-blue eyes were 
stern, and her expression was serious. 


"Sorry to have kept you waiting. But it would have been fine if you'd just called out to me... | 
thought you might still be inside, so | was looking for you," she said. 


"Oh my, my. | apologize for the trouble, Second Lieutenant Tsubaki Yayoi." Hazama smiled with 
the corners of his mouth lifted, speaking to the woman who, as her eyes suggested, spoke with 
utmost seriousness. 


Second Lieutenant Tsubaki Yayoi. Unlike Hazama, she wasn't part of the Intelligence 
Department, but belonged to the Fourth Thaumaturgist Squadron of the Novus Orbis Librarium. 


The Novus Orbis Librarium was a huge and important organization that served as a substitute 
for the concept of a nation in the current world. With an Imperator at the top who held absolute 
decision-making power, it managed and operated all social infrastructures worldwide, including 
government, justice, and military. 


Because of this, there were a vast number of departments, and it was not common for 
departments with different roles to work together on a single mission. However, despite being 
from different departments, Tsubaki and Hazama had come to Kagutsuchi together for a certain 
mission. 


"Well, it's terrible weather, isn't it? Searching for a single man in vast Kagutsuchi in this rain is 
quite a challenge." Hazama said in a somewhat amused tone, his hand on his hat as he looked 
up at the rain. 


Their mission was to find someone. Who were they looking for? 


"Still, we must find Major Kisaragi... no matter what." Tsubaki muttered, her gaze dropping to her 
feet, as if reminding herself. 


Major Jin Kisaragi. That was the name of the man Tsubaki and Hazama were looking for. He 
was the commander of the Fourth Thaumaturgist Squadron and Tsubaki's direct superior. She 
had served as his secretary and supported him. 


A few days ago, he had suddenly disappeared from the headquarters of the NOL. It was neither 
a mission nor a reported absence. This was a serious breach of discipline in the Librarium. It 
was unprecedented for the commander of a division to suddenly disappear without a clear 
motive. To prevent this incident from affecting subordinates and other divisions, it had not been 
made public. 


However, there was a possibility that the situation would leak out somewhere. Hazama was 
ordered to bring him back as soon as possible before that happened, and the person he chose 
to cooperate with was Tsubaki, Jin Kisaragi's secretary. 


The cold rain chilled the air. Or was it just the cold metal of Port 5? 

Beyond the wet gray stairs, one could glimpse the orderly cityscape of the upper floors. Going 
further in and climbing several floors would lead to the top floor, the Kagutsuchi branch of the 
Novus Orbis Librarium. 

As she lifted her gaze, even from here, she could see the beautiful and majestic silhouette of 
the Kagutsuchi branch, towering as if it were jutting out from the peak of the high mountain. 
However, due to the bad weather today, a curtain of rain blurred her view. 

Looking up at the hazy branch office, Tsubaki furrowed her brow slightly. 

wesley Why would Major Kisaragi come to Kagutsuchi?" 

It was a question that anyone who knew Jin would ask. 

Jin Kisaragi, the commander of the Fourth Thaumaturgist Squadron, was a very calm person. 
He was thoughtful, always analyzing the pros and cons before acting, and he was certainly not 


the type to foolishly jeopardize his position by suddenly turning his back on the NOL. This was 
truly unlike him. 


Seeing Tsubaki pondering, Hazama said, "Oh," sounding a little surprised. 


"This is surprising. Miss Tsubaki Yayoi, can't someone as intelligent and capable as you 
understand?" Hazama asked in a somewhat teasing tone, his smile curling at the corner of his 
mouth. Tsubaki felt a slight unease stir within her. He had a way of speaking that was just 
slightly grating. 


Tsubaki didn't know Hazama very well. So she couldn't guess what he meant by saying that. But 
just those words were enough to make her dislike the man in the black suit. 


Swallowing the mild discomfort that churned inside her, Tsubaki adjusted her expression to one 
befitting of a soldier and straightened her back. Even if she didn't like it, she was a lieutenant, 
and Hazama was a captain. He outranked her. 


"| apologize, Captain. I..." 


"You received the report, didn't you?" Hazama spread his hands slightly. Perhaps because of his 
teasing tone earlier, even that gesture seemed sarcastic to Tsubaki. "It mentioned that the 'Grim 
Reaper'—the wanted criminal Ragna the Bloodedge—was heading toward Kagutsuchi. If Major 
Kisaragi went to Kagutsuchi, it could only be because he was pursuing the 'Grim Reaper,’ 
right?" 


It was Hazama who had provided the information that Jin's destination after leaving the NOL 
was Kagutsuchi. Tsubaki had heard him grumble many times in the magic airship about how he 
had unwittingly gathered such information, which had led to this assignment to a remote 
location. 


"With all due respect, Captain Hazama. | understand that. What | question is why the Major had 
to leave the organization to chase the 'Grim Reaper'." Tsubaki said sharply. As soon as she said 
it, she wondered if she had been too rude. It might have been a childish attitude unbecoming of 


a soldier. 


However, Hazama didn't seem to mind Tsubaki's irritation. On the contrary, he let out a light 
laugh, as if amused by her childlike rebellious tone. 


"Oh, | see. My apologies, Second Lieutenant Tsubaki Yayoi." He tipped his hat slightly in a 
salute. All the while, his thin neck trembled with a constant chuckle. "We can't possibly know 
what Major Kisaragi is thinking. Why don't you go and ask him directly when you find him?" 


Though she thought bitterly that she was asking because she couldn't do that, Tsubaki pushed 
the extra words down. What she needed now was not doubt, but determination. That's what she 
told herself. 


"_..Understood, Captain." Tsubaki responded earnestly, and Hazama let out another chuckle 
before continuing. 


"Well, there's no point in chatting forever, so let's get started on our work." The work, of course, 
meant the search for Jin Kisaragi. 


Tsubaki's expression tightened, not due to her dislike of Hazama but out of a sense of duty 
toward the mission. 


As Hazama glanced at the rain-soaked cityscape of Kagutsuchi, a grin spread across his lips as 
he continued speaking. 


"First, let's confirm. Our mission is to capture Major Jin Kisaragi and force him to return to 
headquarters. However, since his disappearance hasn't been made public, we'll need to keep 
this discreet with the guards here in Kagutsuchi. Absolutely no outsiders involved." 


"Yes, sir." 


"Also, it's believed that Ragna the Bloodedge is hiding somewhere in Kagutsuchi. Due to this, a 
D-alert has been issued, so be on your guard." 


A D-Alert meant that a special alert was in effect by the NOL. This prohibited anyone who was 
not a resident of Kagutsuchi or not affiliated with the NOL from conducting any activities in the 
city. 


"If we come into contact with someone who violates the D-Alert, should we contact the 
Kagutsuchi branch? Or should we handle it ourselves?" Tsubaki asked, looking at Hazama with 
a straight back, her manner too dignified to be dismissed as just another soldier. 

And it made sense. She was the key member of the Yayoi family, one of the twelve founding 
families that had supported the establishment of the NOL and produced many high-ranking 


Officials. 


But Hazama replied in a casual manner and twisted his mouth, as if to say that everything about 
Tsubaki, from the clothes she wore to her unfailingly serious nature, stank like acid. 


"Oh, it doesn't matter. Do whatever you want." 
"_.. Yes." 


"Well, | have some other business at the branch, so could you please start searching from the 
lower levels?" 


"Other business?" Tsubaki asked, slightly confused, but Hazama only shrugged his shoulders 
and didn't explain. 


Hazama belonged to the Intelligence Department. There were probably many things he couldn't 
tell other departments. Though Tsubaki felt a bit suspicious about his hidden purpose, she 
refrained from asking further out of consideration. 


"Understood. I'll start with the lower levels... around Orient Town," she said. 


"Good idea. That's one of the largest areas in Kagutsuchi, and it's a perfect place to hide." 
Nodding casually, Hazama took a step forward and looked up at Tsubaki from below. His eyes 
were hidden by the brim of his hat, but she could feel his gaze fixed on her. As if talking to a 
child, Hazama raised one finger. "Just be careful of one thing. Places with poor security are 
likely where Major Kisaragi's likely hiding in places with poor security, but at the same time, 
Ragna the Bloodedge could be lurking around. If you two happen to fight, we won't be able to do 
anything." 


"Yes... | suppose so." Tsubaki bowed her head slightly, as if retreating, and replied bitterly. 
Jin was known throughout the NOL as an unparalleled swordsman. On top of that, he 
possessed Mucro Algesco: Yukianesa, a phenomenon weapon said to have been used during 


the Dark War, a war against the Black Beast about a hundred years ago. 


And Ragna the Bloodedge, the "Grim Reaper," was a person with considerable power who 
single-handedly destroyed many branches of the NOL. 


If these two were to clash, neither Tsubaki nor Hazama could stop them. 
Hazama stated the biggest reason for this with a cheerful tone. 


"Well, neither of us are experts in combat. If things get rough, we're completely out of our 
league, aren't we?" 


Tsubaki had graduated from the military academy of the NOL, so she had at least undergone 
basic combat training. However, that was limited to self-defense techniques. After graduation, 
she had spent her time as Jin's secretary, dealing with paperwork and visitors on a daily basis. 
Under those circumstances, there was no chance for her to improve her combat skills. 


On the other hand, as Hazama himself admitted, he was skilled in intelligence activities but was 
not good at dealing with situations with force. 


With a pale hand that didn't seem to suit a weapon, Hazama waved casually in the air and 
grinned. 


"Well, let's not push ourselves too hard. Our job is to bring back Major Kisaragi, so don't forget 
that." 


"Understood." Without being swayed by Hazama's casualness, Tsubaki replied as a 
subordinate, and then straightened her back. "Then, Captain, I'll go and check the lower levels." 


"Ah, yes. Please do. Kagutsuchi is quite dangerous right now, so do take care." 

"Yes, sir. I'll take my leave." 

Bowing deeply, Tsubaki ran out of the narrow entrance of the management hut into the rain. She 
climbed the stairs leading from the port into the city, splashing small amounts of water. Hazama 
watched her go, leaning against the wall of the management hut as the blue of her poncho and 


the sound of the water she splashed disappeared completely into the rain. 


When the sounds of the blue poncho and splashing water disappeared completely into the rain, 
he slowly got up. 


"Really, be careful," he murmured, his voice low and husky. With that, Hazama leisurely stepped 
out into the rain. 


...[t was only a few years ago, but it felt like a priceless time that could never be replaced. 

It was one day. 

The Novus Orbis Librarium — Integrated Headquarters 

Tsubaki walked down the straight white-tiled floor with a nervous expression. 

The blue and white NOL soldier uniform, which she had only worn a few days ago, still didn't 
feel quite right on her body, and she was worried about whether the visorless cap she wore on 
her head and the boots that tapped against the floor were looking neat. 

With a file of documents clutched to her chest, she adjusted her long hair, which she had done 
countless times before, with her fingertips. Then, Tsubaki knocked softly on the door of her 
destination. 

"Come in." A voice came from the other side of the door after a moment's pause. At that 


moment, Tsubaki's heart leaped. It was a distant, obligatory voice, but there was still a hint of a 
boyish tone, a voice she knew well. 


"Y-Yes, excuse me." Her voice trembled as she replied. Her hand on the doorknob was shaking 
even more. 


What if she tripped? Oh, what should her face look like? She was so worried that her face would 
turn red, and she tried desperately to remain calm. 


Tsubaki entered the room. The first thing she noticed was a man sitting at a desk, pen in hand. 
The sunlight coming in from the window behind him cast a gleam on his beautiful golden hair. 
From the distance of the room's entrance, she could see his emotionless gaze fixed on the 
documents. His eyes were a clear green, she knew. 


There was no one else in the room besides him. After closing the door carefully, only Tsubaki 
and him were in the room. 


Having seemingly finished what he was writing, the man at the desk looked up, looking 
somewhat bored. Then his eyes widened in surprise. 


"Tsubaki...?" The voice that called her name was different from the obligatory voice she had 
heard outside the door. The tone of his voice, filled with emotion, was as surprised as his 
expression, and it sounded slightly higher than before. "Why are you here...?" 


Tsubaki relaxed her tense shoulders at the casual tone, so unlike someone at work. The tension 
drained from her. 


"The documents should have arrived. Haven't you read them?" Carrying the file, Tsubaki walked 
up to the desk and, with a salute, straightened her posture in front of the puzzled Jin. "| am 
Second Lieutenant Tsubaki Yayoi, newly appointed as the secretary of Major Jin Kisaragi of the 
Fourth Thaumaturgist Squadron as of today. Major, | look forward to working with you." It was a 
line she had practiced many times in her room last night, but it was still formal. 


Relieved that she had said it without any mistakes, Tsubaki noticed Jin raising his eyebrows 
slightly in confusion. 


"Second Lieutenant?" Tsubaki understood the reason for the question very well. 
Tsubaki was born into one of the Duodecim, which held an aristocratic position within the Novus 
Orbis Librarium. Members of the Duodecim were given at least the rank of Captain after 


graduating from the Librarium's military academy. 


Tsubaki was no exception, and she was a captain immediately after graduation. So why was 
she a second lieutenant now? There was a serious reason for that. 


"Well, that's..." Tsubaki hesitated, unable to speak. She couldn't possibly tell Jin that she had 
originally been assigned to a different post but had insisted on becoming his secretary, and that 
she had been demoted in exchange for her request. 


It was rare for someone from the main family of the Duodecim to become the secretary of Jin, 
who was also from the main family. 


Perhaps sensing Tsubaki's recklessness from that, Jin smiled wryly. 


Tsubaki involuntarily let out a shaky breath. It was the first time she had seen Jin smile in a long 
time. 


"| heard that a secretary would be coming, but | never expected it would be you... Well then, it's 
a pleasure, Second Lieutenant Tsubaki Yayoi." 


With that, Jin extended his hand, gloved in white. Tsubaki tucked the file under her arm, looked 
straight into his beautiful green eyes, and took his outstretched hand. 


From that day forward, Tsubaki's days as the major's secretary began. 


It was different from her time at the military academy, when she had only been able to follow in 
his footsteps. Now, she would be by his side, supporting his work. 


December 30th, 2199 — 17:30 


As Tsubaki descended into the lower levels of Kagutsuchi, she carefully scanned her 
surroundings. 


She was about to enter an area called Orient Town. She had heard that it was the largest and 
most densely populated area in Kagutsuchi. It was a bad place to look for people. But Tsubaki 
thought that was precisely why Jin might have gone there. 


It would be easy to blend into the crowd there, and it would be possible to hide in the nooks and 
crannies of the complex maze-like city structure. Moreover, there were fewer NOL soldiers in the 
lower levels, and surveillance was less strict compared to the upper levels. 


Jin must have understood the risk of being pursued by the Control Organization. So it was only 
natural that he would avoid them. At the same time, he would have considered the possibility 
that Ragna the Bloodedge, who was also on the run, would choose the lower levels as a hiding 
place. 


Tsubaki walked quickly, the sound of her blue boots echoing against the hard ground. Her 
vibrant hair was damp from the rain. 


After descending a short flight of stairs, she found herself at the edge of Orient Town. There 
were a row of abandoned-looking warehouses and a small grassy square beyond them. The 
scattered streetlights were covered in rust. 


Because the lower levels were built on top of other levels, most of them were blocked from the 
sky, and even though they were outdoors, they were not as affected by the weather as indoors. 
But this area was still protruding from the other levels, and everything was wet from the rain. 


Buildings she passed by, narrow alleys, shadows, people passing by. Tsubaki focused her 
attention on everything she saw. Her pace quickened, driven by growing anxiety. Unconsciously, 
her hands clenched the file more tightly. 


(Major Kisaragi...) 


She didn't know how many times she had called out his name in her mind. Her lips were tightly 
pursed, and her eyes darted from side to side as if she were clinging to something. Her 
expression revealed a deeper emotional turmoil than that of someone simply searching for a 
missing superior. 


(Where are you...? Brother Jin...) 
Tsubaki was Jin Kisaragi's secretary. But before that, Jin had been a special person to Tsubaki. 


If Tsubaki was the daughter of the Yayoi family, one of the Duodecim, Jin was the son of the 
Kisaragi family, another of the Duodecim. They had known each other since childhood. They 
had seen each other, talked to each other, and even played together as children. 


The reason why Tsubaki had entered the military academy to become an NOL soldier was to 
follow Jin, who had already enrolled and was expected to become a division commander in the 
future. 


Jin was good at everything, from studying to martial arts, but Tsubaki was not good at sports. So 
she studied hard to catch up with him. During her student days, she had worked with him on the 
student council, where he was the president. 


Because he spoke bluntly and had a sharp gaze, people around him whispered that he was 
cold. But to Tsubaki, he was always a kind older brother. 


His fine, golden hair, his cool green eyes, his slender body, his fair skin, and his handsome 
features. Sometimes, just sometimes, she had admired his intelligent profile. 


How grateful she had been when she finally managed to get the position of Jin's secretary by 
using every connection she had. 


She had admired him, and she still did. Since they were children, when she had been alone in 
the mansion, and even now, she had always looked up to him. 


"Brother Jin..." Her hurried steps had gradually turned into a jog. Her toes kicked up water 
droplets as she stepped in small puddles. She wanted to find him as soon as possible. Her 
heart pounded in her chest. 

The worst-case scenario that came to Tsubaki's mind was that Jin would encounter Ragna the 
Bloodedge somewhere. Jin was strong. There were only a handful of people in the NOL who 
could fight him on equal terms. 

However, it would be dangerous to think of the "Grim Reaper" in the same way as other officers 
in the NOL. He had single-handedly rebelled against the Librarium and managed to escape 
without ever being captured. Tsubaki, who was in a position to pursue him, understood very well 


that this was impossible with ordinary strength. 


Ragna is probably very strong. Perhaps even stronger than Jin. And what she feared even more 
was the grimoire that heinous criminal possessed. 


The BlazBlue - the Azure Grimoire. 

During the era of the Dark War, when the Black Beast was fought, a certain magician developed 
a technique called "Ars Magus." It was a technique that imitated magic, allowing one to create 
various phenomena such as fire and water using seithr. 

The key to using these formulas was the grimoire. 


Among the countless grimoires in the world, the Azure Grimoire is said to be the most powerful. 


(Even Brother Jin wouldn't come out unscathed against the Azure Grimoire. If things went 
wrong...) 


Thinking that far, Tsubaki shivered from the cold sweat that ran down her spine. 
While the Azure Grimoire is highly praised for its power and strength, little is known about it. 


First of all, although grimoires are "books," they come in various shapes and are not necessarily 
in the form of books. 


Although it was known that Ragna the Bloodedge possessed the Azure Grimoire, it was not 
known what shape it took. Even the Misinformation Department of the NOL did not know exactly 
when or where the Azure Grimoire was created or what its hidden power was. 


How could one be optimistic about facing a 'Grim Reaper’ who was already strong, and who 
also had an unknown grimoire? It was simply reckless to challenge him alone. 


(.... Maybe Brother Jin came to Kagutsuchi alone to capture Ragna the Bloodedge.) Squinting 
into the shadows, Tsubaki muttered to herself. 


Even if he had been forcibly ordered to return for acting on his own, Jin was a guard and major 
of the NOL. Tsubaki thought that if he had left the Librarium to chase after the 'Grim Reaper’, his 
purpose must have been to eliminate the heinous criminal. 


But was that really the case? She couldn't help but wonder. 


(But if that were true... then why did he leave without telling anyone? Why didn't he say 
anything to me?) That was what really stuck in her chest. Jin was a hard person to read, but he 
had always told her if something happened. "...No, I'll ask him directly once | find him." 


Tsubaki clenched her fist tightly against her chest and shook her head to clear her thoughts. 
She shouldn't be speculating. She needed to find Jin as soon as possible. That was the only 
thing that mattered. If Jin was considered a traitor because of his actions, there would be no 
going back. 


Hurry up. She took a big step forward, as if urging herself on, and turned around the back of the 
square where she had heard a small noise. Was it a storage shed? She turned a narrow corner 
to pass behind the two side-by-side huts. 


Suddenly, a wall appeared in front of her. 


"Kyah!?!" She was so startled that she couldn't react in time, and she collided with the wall with 
the force of her entry. 


But then she realized. It was too thick to be a wall, and it felt too soft to be a building material. 


"Huh...?" She heard a voice from behind the wall. It was a deep, masculine voice that resonated 
in her stomach. 


The towering thing in front of her was not a wall, but a man's back, so large that she had to look 
up at him. 


"Oh, I'm sorry. Are you hurt?" The towering giant spoke with a gentlemanly manner that belied 
his extraordinary sense of oppression, and he slowly turned around. His strangeness was not 


limited to his size alone. His skin was an unusually deep red, and he had an imposing 
handcuff-like part attached to his already thick arms. White fangs extended upward from his 
compressed lips. 


An oni. 


Such a monster had appeared in the folk tales of Japan, a country that was destroyed about a 
hundred years ago. Tsubaki remembered a picture book she had read as a child. At the same 
time, she remembered who the red giant in front of her was. 


"You... the Red Devil of Sector Seven!" As she called out, Tsubaki took a few steps back and 
readied herself. 


Sector Seven. An external organization that opposed the NOL's world domination based on 
magic and aimed to create a world that did not rely on magic. 


The Red Devil was a soldier belonging to Sector Seven, and, judging by his size, possessed 
overwhelming power. His official name was TR-0009 Iron Tager. He was a cyborg created by the 
researchers of Sector Seven. Noticing her presence, he took a step back with a foot that was 
thicker than Tsubaki's waist. 


"Is that uniform from the Library?" 


Because the NOL collected and managed grimoires from all over the world to prevent the 
misuse of magic, many people called it the Library. Most of the time, it was used as a derogatory 
term. Tsubaki couldn't tell what the giant called the Red Devil meant by using that derogatory 
term, but it was clear that he didn't feel any affection for her. 


Although Tager didn't get ready for a fight, he frowned deeply and stared at Tsubaki with a stern 
expression. 


saad Sorry, | came into contact with a Library guard." Looking away from Tsubaki, Tager put a 
large hand to his ear and whispered something to someone. A noise like static followed. It was a 
communicator. 


"Cut the comm. Stay where you are." Tsubaki quickly drew the pistol she had been issued for 
emergencies. She gripped it firmly with both hands and pointed it at the Red Devil. 


Tager moved his head slightly to look at Tsubaki. However, she couldn't see his eyes behind the 
thick lenses of his round glasses. Feeling intimidated by his towering presence, Tsubaki tried to 
stare sternly at the Red Devil. 


"A D-Alert is currently in effect in the 13th Hierarchical City of Kagutsuchi. Intervention by all 
other organizations, including Sector Seven, is prohibited. Answer me, what are you doing 
here?" 


"Oh dear. Put down your gun, soldier girl. A toy like that won't even scratch my body." 


"Th-That's not what | asked! Answer my question!" Tsubaki almost instinctively pulled her arm 
back at Tager's dismissive tone, but she resisted and kept her gun aimed at him, maintaining 
her intense gaze. She knew she had no chance of winning a fight against a cyborg. But even 
more importantly, she couldn't let him escape. 


Her mission was to search for Jin Kisaragi. But there were no other NOL soldiers around. If she 
let him go, she couldn't ignore the chaos that Sector Seven might bring to Kagutsuchi and the 
Librarium. 


Static crackled again. 
"Everything's fine. No problem. I'll return to my mission immediately." 


Tsubaki couldn't hear the voice on the other end of the line. But Tager's response was too 
casual, as if the problem with her was already solved. Feeling insulted, Tsubaki sharpened her 
voice. 


"Cut the comm! | won't allow such reckless actions!" 


"Calm down. We didn't come to Kagutsuchi to interfere with the operations of the NOL. Why 
don't we pretend this never happened? If you leave now, | won't have to hurt you." 


"Are you saying this is an act of rebellion? Whatever your intentions are, | cannot allow this!" 
Tager's soothing tone only made Tsubaki more stubborn. If she showed weakness here, it would 
be seen as the NOL as a whole being weak against Sector Seven. She couldn't allow that to 
happen. 


A soldier of the Librarium, which maintained world order, and the secretary of the commander of 
the Fourth Thaumaturgist Squadron, who fought for peace, couldn't make a deal with a soldier 
of the lawless Sector Seven. 


Aiming her gun at the giant Red Devil, Tsubaki took out a small handheld communicator. She 
couldn't handle this on her own. She needed reinforcements, and fast. 


"This is Second Lieutenant Tsubaki Yayoi of the Fourth Thaumaturgist Squadron. | am currently 
in Orient Town in the lower levels of Kagutsuchi and have encountered a member of Sector 
Seven..." 


"Dammit. | was hoping to settle this peacefully." The Red Devil muttered softly. 
Before Tsubaki could understand the meaning of his words, Tager took a large step forward. His 
outstretched arm closed the distance between them in an instant. Before she could react, his 


clenched fist opened in front of her. 


"Kyah...!" An electric shock was fired, knocking the communicator out of her hand and causing 
Tsubaki to let out a faint scream. 


With that single blow, Tsubaki's consciousness faded. Her knees buckled, and she collapsed 
limply. 


"Ugh..." Just before her delicate body could hit the hard ground, Tager, who had just fired his 
weapon, caught her. He scooped her up and looked down at the unconscious girl, sighing. 


"As expected of a non-combatant. She's reckless." 


"...1 told you, don't get involved." A noise crackled, and an unpleasant female voice came from 
Tager's communicator. 


Holding Tsubaki, Tager put his other hand to his ear. His mouth, with its upward-pointing canine 
teeth, twisted in even more bitterness than when he had faced Tsubaki. 


"| can't just leave her out here in the rain. She's just a young girl." 

"The mission is the top priority. There's no time to waste." 

"...I'm cutting the comm for a while, Kokonoe." 

"What? Hey, don't you dare pull that stunt..." 

With a small sound that only the wearer could hear, the communication was cut off. Tager turned 
his back on the rain-soaked plaza and began walking. His destination? Orient Town, a dimly lit 


city where the sky was obscured by the upper city and the streets were illuminated by lanterns 
and neon lights 


December 30, 2199 — 18:00 


How many alleys had they passed through? How many corners had they turned? 


Guided by Taokaka, who moved with an unnatural agility despite her human-like appearance, 
Ragna found himself in a dark, dark sewer. 


"This way, Good Guy~" Calling out, Taokaka jumped lightly over a pile of discarded rubble and 
broken furniture. It was a place isolated from the outside world, and it was late at night. Even if 
there were slight gaps, there was no hope of even a faint light. 


And yet, Ragna and Taokaka were able to walk without any problems thanks to the strange 
moss that clung to the discarded rubble and accumulated mud. The moss emitted a faint 
greenish light, allowing the sewer to avoid being completely enveloped in pitch-black darkness. 


Following Taokaka, Ragna continued, stumbling slightly on the rough footing. 


"Hey, are you sure we can get out from here?" When he jumped down from the pile of rubble, he 
landed on something slick, possibly oil. Ragna reflexively wrinkled his nose and asked Taokaka 
with a hint of irritation, her white hood with triangular ears twitching slightly at the back of her 
head. 


Ragna had learned from experience that escape routes were often not easy. But this was a 
much worse road than any of the "escape routes" he had been through before. Even though it 
wasn't wet, the floor, walls, and ceiling were damp, and the unpleasant humidity, mixed with the 
thick seithr that seemed to be seeping in from outside, gave his skin and lungs an unpleasant 
feeling. 


A little further down, sewage and discarded waste flowed like muddy water, creating a 
nauseating stench. 


Considering this was not far from the city yet there was no strong stench outside, it seemed the 
Hierarchical City's construction was surprisingly solid, despite its sloppy appearance. Rubbing 
his nose, which was already quite numb, Ragna muttered this to himself. 

"Of course, meow. | often come here to get bread and sweets upstairs, meow.” Taokaka said, 
looking up at the ceiling of the sewer. The blackened overhead was a complex network of 
protruding iron pipes and metal plates, and far beyond that, a dark ceiling was visible, clinging to 
a very high place. 

And much farther away, there must be the upper city they were aiming for. 

Following her gaze, Ragna sighed and slumped his shoulders. 


"Get, huh? You don't mean you're stealing stuff from stores, do you?" 


"Meow~" 


"You're a thief!" Ragna's voice echoed hollowly and coldly in the sewer. When the echo 
subsided, a damp silence returned. The sound of water dripping and bouncing on the floor was 
eerie. 


In the thick shadows, something unknown seemed to be wriggling, peering at them. A shiver ran 
down Ragna's spine, and he shuddered, following Taokaka. But... Ragna suddenly frowned and 
stopped. 


(It's not an illusion. Someone's watching us.) 


Somewhere in the depths of the thick shadows carved by the faintly glowing moss, in a distorted 
pile of rubble, he felt a gaze. No, it was more than just a gaze. It was something more 
fundamental. It felt like an existence, a will itself, was intently focused on him. 


"Good Guy~? What's wrong, meow?" Wondering why Ragna wasn't following, Taokaka turned 
back. She lightly jumped over the remains of something that had been piled up and landed. Her 
small footsteps seemed to trigger it. 


from the darkness. From them, sharp, bridge-like shadows shot out in countless numbers, 
rushing at Ragna. 


"Ugh!" He was caught off guard by the suddenness and the perfectly camouflaged figure. The 
sound of thick cloth tearing filled the air, and something dug into his skin. Pulling his injured 
shoulder, he drew his sword with his other arm and brushed away the shadow in front of him. 


There was no resistance. It was as if he had cut through a real shadow. 


“Gugigigigi... true... towards truth... the truth | seek..." The voice was strange, almost human 
but not quite. Muttering in an odd tone, the shadow withdrew. It floated amid the thick sludge 
and rubble, hovering and swirling. 


At first, Ragna thought it was a mindless, ferocious beast, a creature born of highly 
concentrated seithr that had warped the ecosystem. But this was different somehow. It was 
strange, distorted, and incomprehensible. It didn't look like a living creature at all. 


The shadow moved around. And then, a face appeared from within the swirling darkness. A 
white circle with three holes for eyes and a mouth. Was it supposed to be a face? It was the only 


definite shape in the dark, amorphous shadow. 


"What... What is this thing?" A sense of disgust, rather than fear, washed over him at the sight. 


The shadow landed on the slimy floor with a disgusting movement and seemed to rise up. 
Vaguely, Ragna thought he could see some small creature wriggling at its feet, illuminated by 
the moss light. 


"This guy is Squiggly, meow!" 
"Squiggly? What's that?" 


"He's a bad guy, meow! He attacks our village and eats the little Kakas, meow!" With a snarl, 
Taokaka changed her cheerful expression to one of fierce anger, her eyes narrowed. She bared 
her teeth and growled menacingly. 


As if mocking her, the shadow with the white face trembled as if foaming all over. 


“Kihihihi... | can feel it... the ugly flesh wriggling with power. For the wish to be granted, 
there is no need for consent... The denial of concepts, the gates that should never be 


Each time the shadow trembled and laughed, the air grew thick and stagnant. Ragna grimaced. 
It was seithr. It wasn't flowing in from outside. It was overflowing from the shadow that was 
swirling in front of him, invading every part of the sewer. 


It meant that the black substance that enveloped this shadow-like object was all seithr. And the 
fact that this strange monster, a mass of seithr, was uttering sounds that resembled human 
speech meant that it had originally been a being capable of understanding human language. In 
other words, it was human. 


Before it became like this, the dark, amorphous monster that Taokaka called "Squiggly" and 
some people in Orient Town called Arakune was once a human being. 


Ragna spat out the disgust that welled up in him. 
"This guy... he's touched the Boundary..." 


Ragna had been traveling from one NOL branch to another, destroying the cauldrons found in 
the basement of each. The cauldrons connected this world to another world - the Boundary. It 
was a place beyond human comprehension, an amorphous expanse filled with a concentration 
of seithr that is incomparable to the surface of the earth. 


Just as the dense seithr gave birth to demonic beasts, so too could humans, exposed to such 
high concentrations, have their reason consumed by seithr. Eventually, they would be dragged 
into the Boundary, losing their humanity. 


Arakune, this black monster with a rotten odor, a writhing, mucus-like body, and emitting strange 
noises, was the end result of such a transformation. Once a human, he had been corrupted by 
the Boundary. 


"| don't know what you were trying to do by messing with something like that... you idiot." 


A surge of anger rose from the depths of Ragna's stomach. The cauldron that the NOL 
cherished and kept deep underground... Not just them, but also various institutions, 
researchers, and scholars wanted it. Owning the cauldron meant owning the end of the 
Boundary that the cauldron connected to. 


Everyone assumed that there was a treasure beyond human understanding sleeping in the 
Boundary. But there was no way humans could control something beyond their understanding. It 
was utterly infuriating. He was fed up with the NOL, their brazenness about meddling with such 
a cauldron, and with those who sought the cauldrons and chased after them. All of them. 


"There's nothing we can do about it now. Don't blame me. ...Well, if you have enough reason to 
blame anyone." 


If he left this creature here, it would not only attack the "village" that Taokaka had mentioned, but 
it would also go out into Orient Town and the lower city and attack people. 


Ragna lowered the tip of his sword and stepped forward, deeply into the monster's domain. He 
had no attachment to Kagutsuchi, but that didn't mean he was foolish enough to just stand there 
and let a blatant threat loom in front of him. He swung his sword, aiming for the creature's 
brain-like core, as it spread out to meet him. 


“Gurgh...!" 
"Tch!" With a gurgling sound, Arakune's body disappeared from Ragna's sight in an instant. 


It was below him. Cursing, Ragna kicked downwards, and Arakune passed beneath his foot and 
reappeared behind his red coat. 


"You... You... Devour... Devour... Devour..." From an angle that would be impossible for a 
human or any four-limbed creature, a black mass protruded, leaping up at Ragna. Ragna 
parried it with his sword. The feeling was heavy and thick. And then, as if climbing up the 
sword's surface like mud, a strange shadow suddenly emerged from the seithr. It was an 
unfamiliar, utterly repulsive, wriggling thing that stirred up a sense of disgust. 


"Ugh!" Repulsed by a nauseating disgust, Ragna backed away. As if to fill the gap, a sharp claw 
swung down, cutting through the countless bugs that had emerged and knocking them down. 
Taokaka had boldly jumped in. 


"Squiggly! How many years has it been since we last met! Tao will tear you to pieces, meow!" 
Without pausing to land from her downward strike, Taokaka twisted in midair and sliced Arakune 
with her other claw. The claw caught what appeared to be the creature's face and tore it apart 
with a sound like breaking pottery. The blackened body twisted and fell limply backward. At the 
same time, Taokaka landed lightly beside Ragna. She thrust her large hand, claws extended in 
a threatening gesture. 


Seeing this, Ragna let out a light laugh. She was a strange creature, just like him. But he didn't 
mind standing next to her, unlike "Squiggly". 


"It's not how many years it's been, it's been a hundred years since we met here." 
"Oh. Then I'll tear you to pieces for a hundred years, meow." 
"Whatever." Ragna gripped his sword tightly, regaining the tension that had slipped away. 


Arakune, which had become a pool of black mud, quickly rose up with a rippling motion and 
sprayed seithr around its feet with a gurgle. 


"G-gii... Give... give it to me... | will eat it, burning, look, escape cannot escape from that 
eye, fate cannot escape!" 


"| don't understand what you're saying! I'll put you out of your misery, so just die already! Let's 
do this, you pile of garbage!" 


Swinging his sword wildly to clear away the remaining seithr, Ragna raised his weapon high and 
roared, striking down at the creature consumed by seithr. 


Spiral Fate - Chapter 2 


1 
A magnificent garden, adorned with deep red roses, was overseen by a pale full moon. 


It was a quiet night. The air was crisp and cold, and a thick curtain of night enveloped the area 
as if to mark the end of the world. At the end of the garden stood a beautiful and lovely castle 
that looked straight out of a fairy tale. Its windows, illuminated by orange lights, seemed like 
countless eyes. 


On a terrace overlooking the castle, beyond a hedge of red roses, a young girl sat at a small 
round table, elegantly sipping from a teacup. 


Her long golden hair, which shone so brightly in the moonlight that it seemed almost blinding, 
was tied in two braids on either side and adorned with large ribbons. She wore a lavish black 
dress on her petite frame, and her small hands were as white and smooth as porcelain. Even as 
she gazed at the tea swirling in her cup, her eyes seemed to be looking far off, towards the edge 
of the world, their crimson hue outshining even the roses. She possessed an elegance and 
grace that belied her youthful appearance. 


The girl's name was Rachel Alucard. 


Although she appeared to be no more than a ten-year-old girl, she was in fact a vampire who 
had lived for nearly a century. She was the current head of the Alucard vampire clan, which had 
existed for over a thousand years, and the mistress of the castle overlooking the rose garden. 
She was also the mistress of this eternal night, a realm dominated by the moon, the night sky, 
the roses, and the castle. 


This was a place cut off from all other parts of the world. And yet, it was a place that connected 
to all points of the world. It was a realm that floated between spaces, existing in the narrow 
margin between worlds. It was a special dwelling place managed by the head of the Alucard 
family. 


Returning her cup to the saucer on which a gold spoon rested, Rachel sighed wearily. The cut 
roses on the wrought iron table, with its intricate floral pattern, emitted a faint fragrance. 


Rachel spent much of her time on the terrace in this rose garden, in this land where daylight 
never came. 


She loved roses. They were beautiful and smelled good. And more than anything, they were the 
flowers her late father had loved. 


"Isn't it magnificent tonight, Father?" Rachel murmured, giving in to a sudden wave of sentiment. 
She took a sip of the tea, fragrant with the roses her father had loved. In that brief moment, her 
heart was faintly comforted. 


This castle, where the night never ends, was untouched by the flow of time. Just as the night is 
eternal, so too was time—endless. And Rachel's time was also eternal. 


Still, boredom would come. At times like this, she would think back to days long past, sighing as 
if to avoid forgetting her words, much like the roses that never withered. 


"Excuse me, Madam Rachel." A sharp click of leather shoes echoed on the terrace's brick tiles, 
followed by a hoarse voice calling her name gently. Without making her turn, the owner of the 
voice, an elderly man with long white hair tied at the back, approached, his steps steady. 
Reaching the edge of Rachel's field of vision, he placed his hand on his chest and gave a 
shallow bow. 


Valkenhayn "R" Helsing. He had served the Alucard family since the time of Rachel's father, 
Clavis Alucard, and now, he was the elderly butler serving Rachel. His smile was lined with 
wrinkles, and his poised stance was as elegant as Rachel's. 


But he, too, was not human. He was both man and beast, neither fully one nor the other—he 
was a werewolf. 


His physique, far stronger than one might expect from his age, was evident even through his 
high-quality butler suit. 
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"What's wrong, Valkenhayn?" Rachel turned her red eyes to him, her white fingers playing with 
the rim of her teacup. 


Valkenhayn bowed his head and replied simply, "Ragna the Bloodedge seems to have appeared 
at Kagutsuchi." 


Without wasting words, Valkenhayn delivered only the necessary information, causing Rachel to 
stop tracing the edge of her teacup with her finger. She hooked her finger around the small 
handle and lifted the nearly empty cup to her lips, taking a sip. After setting the cup back onto its 
saucer, Rachel finally moved her lips. 


"Yes ... It's already that time." She murmured to herself. 


Suddenly, two voices broke the otherwise quiet and intimate atmosphere, making it 
unexpectedly lively. 


"Oh, Princess, isn't Ragna that white-haired punk?" 
"| remember him too, that cocky brat!" 


The first voice was a husky, cat-like purr from the chair Rachel was sitting on. Upon closer 
inspection, the seemingly black sofa had a pair of triangular ears and a cat's face at the top of 
its backrest, and it was the cat's face that was speaking. 


The second voice, high-pitched and cheerful, came from a small, red, round creature that had 
bounced up from Rachel's feet like a rubber ball. Its body appeared soft, with small hands, feet, 
and tiny wings sticking out, and its large, innocent eyes and upturned mouth were just as small 
and adorable. 


The black cat sofa was named Nago, and the red rubber ball was named Gii. They were 
Rachel's familiars. 


"He's your favorite, isn't he, Princess? Do you like that kind of guy? You're quite the type to fall 
for a bad boy, aren't you!" Gii flapped his tiny wings busily and spoke cheerfully. Then, Rachel 
quickly reached out and pulled the creature's soft cheeks, or rather, its entire head, from side to 
side. 


"What? | didn't catch that. Could you say it again? If you can, that is." 
"|-I-I'm sorry, P-Princess! It hurts! It hurts so much!" 
"You really do seem like the type to get yourself into trouble with that mouth." Rachel looked 


down at Gii, whose face had expanded to twice its usual size, and Nago sighed in exasperation. 
After listening to Gii's pitiful screams for a while, Rachel finally released him. With a pop, Gii's 


red cheeks returned to their original round shape. Ignoring him, Rachel touched a petal of the 
red rose that was arranged on the table. 


"If he's gotten this far, it means nearly nine hundred and ninety-nine years have passed." 
"Indeed, it does." Valkenhayn responded respectfully to Rachel's almost sing-song murmuring. 


"And so will the world." The faintly spoken addition didn't get a reply from Valkenhayn. He 
understood that Rachel wasn't seeking one. 


Instead, the old werewolf butler asked in his usual steady voice, "Madam Rachel, shall | replace 
your tea with a fresh brew?" 


"...Perhaps you should." Though Rachel had business to attend to, she felt like wasting just a 
little more time here, in this seemingly pointless moment. After all... 


(It doesn't look like we can expect anything good from this one either.) She muttered to herself 
silently, a soft sigh escaping her chest. But she quickly swallowed that breath, sharpening her 
gaze. Her crimson eyes were now fixed on the endless rose garden. 


"Valkenhayn. It seems an uninvited guest has arrived." The wind rustled the deep green leaves. 
It was a wind summoned by Rachel herself, to brush away the unpleasant presence that had 
mixed with the intense night air. 


In the corner of the circular terrace, in front of the rose hedge, the space seemed to warp, as if a 
dizziness had taken hold. And then, it appeared—the shadow. 


Something vaguely humanoid stood there, its body black wrapped in green. 


A green circle, looking like an eyeball from a child's drawing, floated on top of a shadow with a 
disturbingly slit red mouth. It looked up at Rachel, sitting in her chair, and smiled creepily. It was 
clearly not human, nor vampire, nor werewolf. 


This was a thought. A being with only a will and no physical body. It was a man's spirit body. 


"Well, well, you shitty vampire. Having a tea party with your entourage and lapdog again? You're 
awfully relaxed, aren't you?" The spirit, a trespasser who had entered the rose garden without 
permission, spoke sarcastically in a muffled voice. 


Immediately, Valkenhayn frowned, and Gii let out a pitiful scream, hiding behind his master's 
black dress with rubber-like agility. Rachel stared coldly at the shadow. She lightly lifted her 
body, and Nago, who had been serving as a chair, contorted his body and transformed into a 
black umbrella. Rachel stood up, holding it. Although she had a graceful smile on her lips, her 
crimson eyes were filled with disgust. 


"To make people feel this uncomfortable just by showing yourself... In a way, that's a talent. I'm 
impressed, Terumi." Rachel spoke softly, like the scent of roses, yet with the sharpness of 
thorny vines. 


The spirit she spoke to, the shadow called Terumi, swayed as if caught in the wind. He was 
laughing. 


"Well, that's mutual, isn't it? Looking at that disgusting face, | feel sick to my stomach." 
Yuki Terumi. That was the shadow's name. 


"Then you should leave quickly. This is not a place where someone like you can casually 
trespass." Valkenhayn stepped forward with a heavy, yet uncompromising hostility. The gentle 
elegance he had shown towards Rachel had vanished, and with a strong, aggressive gaze that 
belied his age as a white-haired old man, he glared at the swaying shadow. 


Terumi twisted his red mouth in annoyance. "Ha! You're still as irritable as ever. Quit barking, 
you stupid dog. I'll kill you, got it?" 


"It seems that the one who only knows how to bark is you. What can you possibly do to me now 
that you have no body?" 


"Dammit... | should have killed you back then, old man." 


"You should have learned your lesson ninety years ago." When Terumi spat out insults, 
Valkenhayn returned them with overwhelming hostility. It felt as though a deep-seated grudge 
was festering between them, a swamp of animosity. 


"So, what do you want? You are aware of the current situation. I'm sure you're not exactly free to 
waste time either." Though not as overt as Valkenhein's hostility, Rachel spoke in a dismissive 
tone. 


Terumi tilted his head with a languid gesture and once again shook his indistinct form, laughing 
in a high-pitched, unclear manner. 


"Not really~. The episode's almost over, so | thought I'd come see your pathetic faces." His 
voice was low and he had a gleeful smile. Rachel watched him impassively, her red eyes 
reflecting his image. 


"You really are a persistent man." Rachel whispered, her cold voice resembling the light of an 
unfading moon. "No matter how many times it's repeated, the result is always the same. The 
world rewinds, and everything begins again, from that day, that moment." 


A breeze passed between Rachel and the shadow. Amidst the smell of sake, Terumi's demonic 
figure was eerie and unbecoming. The wind carried the strong scent of flowers, as if reminding 
him that he was out of place, and he smiled deeply. 


"Then I'll start again," he said in a different voice. A nasty undercurrent seemed to taint even the 
inviting breeze that Rachel beckoned. "As many times as it takes? Is that it? Every time, | just 
start over. Again and again. Even if you get bored and stop coming out of your castle, again and 
again... again and again." 


"It's in bad taste." 
"Who are you calling bad taste, shitty vampire?" Terumi sneered. 


Valkenhain, who always had a deep furrow between his brows, watched with increased scrutiny. 
Rachel surveyed those around her, curving her lips into an elegant smile. While it was deeply 
displeased to agree with him, it was true that she was just as bad. 


Again and again. They had this exchange here countless times. The conversations, repeated 
over and over across time, had become something like a rite of passage. For the next few 
hours, their fates would intertwine, separate, shatter, and crumble in a dizzying whirl. It was a 
regular event, a solemn witnessing of the outcome. 


"Well, | better go and start the final preparations. | don't feel like dealing with you anymore, so 
just sit there and drink tea while you wait for it to end," Terumi said, taking a large step back. His 
figure flickered, like a shadow becoming blurred and disappearing. Beyond the black body, a 
faint tinge of rose red could be seen. 


"See ya. Enjoy being a spectator, | guess," he spat out before disappearing soundlessly, like 
mist dissolving into the air. 


Nothing remained. Only the garden, where the bright red roses that Rachel gazed upon daily 
proudly bloomed. A gentle breeze carried the sweet scent of roses, as if to erase the 
unpleasantness caused by Terumi. 


Valkenhayn, who had been ready to leap at his throat a moment ago, quickly returned to his role 
as a butler. Straightening his back without a flaw, he turned to Rachel. 


"How shall we proceed, Madam Rachel?" he asked, feigning ignorance of what his master must 
already have in mind. Rachel opened the umbrella-shaped Nago, draped it over her shoulder 
like a parasol, and looked at Valkenhayn. 


"Valkenhayn, let's postpone the tea for later." It was childish and simple provocation to rise to, 
but to turn away would be seen as weakness, which would be even more irritating. More than 
anything, she couldn't let that man have his way. "Nago, Gii. We're leaving." 


"Yes, Princess." 
"Understood!" 


Nago, still stuck as an umbrella, struck a graceful pose, and Gii, who had been trembling just 
moments before, leapt into the air with a newfound energy. 


With her two familiars in tow, Rachel reached out towards the sky. A rose-colored magic circle, 
glowing faintly, appeared on the brick-tiled floor beneath her feet. 


It was a teleportation spell. An ancient technique, a foundation of this world's magic system. But 
now, very few people could use it. It was a lost art. 


Among teleportation spells, this one in particular required a tremendous amount of magical 
power and concentration, as well as exceptionally difficult control. That was why, throughout 
human history, there were only a handful of people skilled enough to be called masters of it. 


Rachel, who could freely use teleportation magic, knew of only one other person who could 
handle this spell as well as she could. 


“I'm off to Kagutsuchi. Valkenhayn, please look after the castle while I'm gone,” she said. 


“As you wish. Please take care,” Valkenhayn replied, bowing at an ideal angle as he watched 
his young master depart from the magical storage room. 


A gentle breeze swirled, carrying the intoxicating scent of roses as Rachel stepped out of the 
eternal castle. Valkenhayn waited until the lingering scent of roses was absorbed by the night air 
before placing the tea set left on the terrace table onto a wagon and beginning to clear it away. 
He silently wished that something, anything, would bring comfort to his small master this time. 


December 30, 2199, 9:23 


Normally, the eastern sky of Kagutsuchi would be illuminated by the brilliance of the sunlight, its 
dazzling light making one forget about the stagnant seithr on the earth's surface. But today, 
unfortunately, thick clouds covered the sky from early morning. They were rain clouds. The 
damp air told him that it would rain before noon. 


On the outskirts of the 13th Hierarchical City of Kagutsuchi, there was a city that wasn’t built as 
part of the city but was constructed spontaneously by refugees who had drifted to this place. It 
was called Ronin-Gai. 


This city was built by the losers of the Ikaruga Civil War, which ended five years ago, and who 
had lived in the Ikaruga Federation. Their homeland had been lost in the civil war. The displaced 
people of Ikaruga scattered all over the world, and those who had fled to Kagutsuchi had 
gathered here to make a living. It was a complex terrain, far from ideal for building a city. 
Located below the high mountain where Kagutsuchi was situated, the area was rocky, with 
many cracks and cliffs. 


Nevertheless, the Ikaruga refugees had built a city that seemed to be half-floating in the air, with 
intricate structures built on rocky platforms, bridges spanning chasms, and stairs carved into 
cliffs. 


It was a small city, a makeshift city built from whatever materials they could find. But despite 
that, the city was neat and tidy, with a distinctive Ikaruga atmosphere. And today, a man’s loud 
voice echoed through the streets. 


“Hey everyone! | hope you're all doing well and in peace today!! Hmm, good, good, very good! 
Hahahahahaha!” The owner of that thick, resonant voice was Bang Shishigami. A large, 
muscular man, he was walking down the main street of Ronin-Gai, greeting everyone he passed 
with a hearty hello. 


With his bushy black hair tied up high and wearing a unique deep green outfit, he was dressed 
in traditional Ikaruga ninja attire. Normally, ninjas were supposed to work in the dark, but Bang 
Shishigami was the complete opposite—he was always trying to attract attention. 


A strong, large physique, a broad back that couldn't be hidden, a cross-shaped scar etched on 
his face, and a bright red cloth wrapped around his neck. Every time that red cloth fluttered in 
the canyon wind, no one could help but look back at him. It wasn't the distinctive outfit that 
caught the attention of the people in the Ronin-Gai. The long, red cloth wrapped around him like 
a scarf was a mark of identification. 

It was the symbol of Bang Shishigami, the leader of the Ikaruga ninjas, who had gathered the 
lost refugees, led them to build the Ronin-Gai, and now walked through the streets daily, 
checking if the residents faced any troubles or problems. 

"Good morning, Bang-samal" 

"Bang! Thank you for helping us capture the runaway chicken the other day!" 


"Bang-sama! Hello!" 


Bang waved his hand in response to the calls from all directions and returned a cheerful smile. 


"Yes, good morning! Oh, that's right—since it looks like it'll rain today, if there are any houses 
leaking, just call on me! I'll fly over immediately and help with repairs!" He said as he continued 
walking forward, his voice echoing through the streets. 


The weather wasn't great, but Bang's heart was as bright as ever. He had comrades, and a 
place to live. How fortunate this was—Bang, who had spent years running behind the scenes of 
war as a ninja, now fully understood and cherished this peace every single day. 


Peace was good. Love could only exist in peace. 


"Hmm?" Bang grunted in surprise as he noticed someone ahead of him. It was a man he didn't 
recognize. Bang had memorized the faces and bodies of every Ikaruga refugee living in the 
district. 


The man had short blonde hair and a slender build. From the way he walked, Bang guessed 
that he was still young. But what really caught Bang's attention was the man's clothing. The blue 
and white uniform he wore was undoubtedly that of the Novus Orbis Librarium. 


"Hey, you there! Wait!" Shouting out, Bang leapt high into the air. In a moment that seemed to 
defy gravity, he soared over the young man’s head and landed directly in front of him. The 
unfamiliar man stopped in his tracks, furrowing his brow in confusion at Bang’s sudden 
appearance. 


As expected, he was a young man, still carrying the traces of youth. There was no mistaking 
that his outfit was the uniform of the NOL, and he was holding a sword in a blue sheath. Bang's 
brow furrowed even deeper, filled with growing suspicion. 


"What are you doing in our town? You're wearing the uniform of the NOL, aren't you?" Was he a 
Kagutsuchi guard? Bang didn't recognize him. If he was a guard of Kagutsuchi, it would be 
unusual for him to come down to such a lower level, and if he were from a different branch, he 
would have entered Kagutsuchi from a higher tier. The sight of someone wearing the Librarium's 
uniform in this street felt completely out of place. 


The blonde young man didn't answer, but simply looked at Bang with cold green eyes. 
Eventually, he parted his pale lips and murmured in a low voice. 


"That outfit... an Ikaruga ninja?" His voice was far from friendly. Some might have heard disdain 
or mockery in those words. However, Bang chose to interpret the cold tone as a form of caution, 
rather than hostility. 


Raising his body, which had tensed in preparation, Bang hurriedly extended his hands in a 
gesture of reassurance. 

"No, no, please don't misunderstand. | have no intention of fighting you. This is indeed a town of 
the Ikaruga people, and | was once an Ikaruga ninja. But the Ikaruga Civil War ended five years 


ago." Bang crossed his thick arms and nodded solemnly several times as he continued. "True, 
the cause of the end of the war wasn't a battle, but rather the explosion of our capital, Ibukido." 
The Ikaruga Civil War had started when the Ikaruga Federation, with the Fifth Hierarchical City 
of Ibukido as its capital, declared its independence from the Novus Orbis Librarium. The NOL 
attempted to suppress this by force, and the Ikaruga Federation fought back with military 
resistance. 


This war had continued for four years until one day... 


Suddenly, an unexplained massive explosion occurred underground in Ibukido, the center of 
command for the Ikaruga Federation, and the city was annihilated. The explosion dealt a severe 
blow not only to the Ikaruga Federation, but also to the NOL, which was in the midst of the 
conflict. Both sides lost enough strength that they could no longer continue the war. 


In the end, the Ikaruga Federation fragmented and lost its shape as an organization. But the 
NOL was too busy recovering from its own losses to pursue further retaliation, and the civil war 
gradually fizzled out and ended without anyone really noticing. 


"Still, we lost. | will not throw away the peace we now have to foolishly oppose the Librarium," 
Bang said with a bitter smile, reaching up to touch the cross-shaped scar on his forehead with a 
thick hand. That scar had been caused by the explosion during the accident. Whether the 
accident that ended the civil war had been a blessing or a curse for him, Bang still couldn't 
decide. All he knew was that the people of Ikaruga had fought enough. Now, he wanted them to 
live in peace, even if it wasn't an easy life. 


The blonde young man said nothing, quietly staring at Bang. It was impossible to discern his 
thoughts from his blank expression, which seemed almost absent, as if he were lost in thought. 
There was no sign of emotion or intention in his face. 


Was he even listening? Bang, feeling uneasy, repeated his earlier question. 
"So, who are you, and what are you doing in Ronin-Gai?" 


"_../ have no business here." Finally, the young man gave a direct answer to Bang's question. It 
was a curt and dismissive response, but Bang felt relieved. 


If the young man had drawn his sword and said something like, "/'m here to hunt Ikaruga 
remnants," Bang would have been forced to put on a big display in the middle of the town, which 
was bustling with people. That would have caused some collateral damage, with a few houses 
possibly getting caught in the crossfire, and maybe a few people injured. 


The young man remained expressionless, his gaze now turning toward the mountains looming 
in the distance. On top of those mountains were several city districts, and at the peak stood the 
Kagutsuchi branch of the NOL. 


"I'm not interested in you people. | just want to go up." 
"Up? Do you mean the Librarium's branch?" Bang asked. 


"You're in the way. Move... or, no." The young man spoke coldly, but then, as if reconsidering, he 
lowered his voice, still remaining distant. "By the way, have you seen a man with white hair and 
a red coat in Kagutsuchi?" His expression remained as frozen as before, but for a brief moment, 
Bang could have sworn the green eyes glimmered with something like amusement. 


Bang scratched his chin and thought for a moment. "White hair and a red coat... Hmm. No, | 
haven't seen anyone like that around here. If he had such a noticeable appearance, I'd 
remember him after a glance..." 


"| see. That's fine." As if he had instantly lost all interest in Bang, the youth glided past him, 
walking smoothly and without hesitation. The wind that passed by them was strangely cold, as if 
it had brushed against ice. 


"Oh, you there!" Bang called out to the young man’s retreating back. "| am Bang Shishigami. 
What is your name?" 


But the man didn't turn around. It was as if Bang's words hadn't reached him at all. As if guided 
by something, the young man disappeared into the outskirts of Ronin-Gai. 


Bang stood there with his arm still outstretched as if trying to stop him, his face twisting in 
confusion. He turned his neck and muttered to himself. 


"Hmm... What a strange man. It's as if his soul is missing... like he's being possessed by 
something." 


But it was midday, and the sun was getting higher. Such ghostly phenomena—like losing one's 
soul or being possessed—were clearly not the kind of thing that would happen in broad daylight. 


Shaking off the strange thoughts, Bang refocused his energy and straightened his chest. His 
patrol of Ronin-Gai wasn't over yet. The sky was growing steadily darker, and the rain would 
start soon. He needed to check if any houses needed repairs before the rain hit. 


"Tch, these young people today, they're lacking in spirit! They walk around looking so gloomy. 
They need to be more dignified, stronger, and more passionate! Just like me, Bang Shishigami, 
the ninja of love and justice!" Laughing loudly, his voice echoing throughout the area, Bang 
resumed his patrol. 

Once this was done and his subordinates’ training was finished, if there was still time, he 
planned to head to Orient Town to visit and greet the woman he admired. He had already made 
plans in his mind. 


Ronin-Gai was peaceful today. 


And that, above all, was wonderful. 


December 30, 2199 - 18:21 


Although located in the lower levels of the Thirteenth Hierarchical City of Kagutsuchi, Orient 
Town was a bustling and vibrant place. Houses were built so close together that the walls 
almost touched, and neighbors lived together like family, sharing limited land and resources. 
Although none of them were wealthy, and although there were occasional dark shadows lurking 
in the dim alleys, the town was warm. 


Litchi Faye-Ling, a doctor who ran a small clinic in a corner of Orient Town, had always felt that 
way. 


“Don’t overdo it until the pain goes away. Alright?” Litchi waved goodbye to a young boy who 
had fallen down the stairs and sprained his ankle, her smile following him as he left the clinic. 


Her lustrous black hair, which reached down to her feet, was elegantly tied up high and coiled 
into a large updo. She had a naturally beautiful eyebrow shape that required no makeup, long 
eyelashes that cast shadows when she looked down, and eyes that shone with an intelligent 
light behind her black-framed glasses. However, her slightly upturned eyes carried a certain 
allure that suggested a seductive grace. 


Her beauty wasn't just limited to her appearance. Her full, firm breasts, her slender waist, her 
voluptuous hips that flowed smoothly into her slender ankles—her body was a work of art, with 
curves that would make anyone envious. Her silhouette alone was enough to draw the eyes of 
passersby. 


It had been about a year since this beautiful doctor had come to this town. When she suddenly 
appeared, seeking a place to live and work, the residents of the area welcomed her warmly. She 
didn't say anything about where she came from, her background, or why she had come to 
Orient Town alone, only her name. 


It would have been natural for people to be suspicious of a woman of unknown origin. But the 
residents of Orient Town did not probe deeply when she remained silent. Litchi was still grateful 
for that, even a year later. She opened the door to her clinic every day, making sure that 
treatment was as affordable and accessible as possible, not just for the sake of making a living, 
but also as a way of repaying Orient Town for the kindness and generosity with which they had 
welcomed her. 


"Well then..." Once the boy's figure disappeared around the corner, Litchi closed the door with a 
soft thud and let out a sigh. Orient Town was already enveloped in the darkness of night, and 
small lanterns and lamps were hanging everywhere, illuminating the houses. 


The sound of rain could be heard in the distance. It must have been raining steadily since early 
afternoon. The air in this upper part of the sky, which was now completely covered, was damp 
and quite cold. 


Litchi’s outfit—a loose white blouse layered over a long, bright red cheongsam—perfectly 
outlined her alluring figure but was hardly suitable for standing in the cold. Shivering 
involuntarily at the sudden cold wind, Litchi hugged herself, drawing her ample bosom together. 
The small panda hair ornament clinging to her bun seemed to be shivering as well. 


Tonight was sure to be chilly. However, she reflected that in the past, before the appearance of 
the Black Beast and the spread of seithr throughout the world, December used to be even 
colder. Back then, such thin clothing would have made walking outside impossible. Perhaps the 
current temperatures were mild by comparison. 


She remembered that, in the past, snow would often fall during this season in this very area. As 
she reminisced about the winter-like season that had been distorted and lost due to the seithr, 
Litchi couldn’t help but feel a sense of loss. She turned on her heels to return to the clinic. 


But before her pointed heels, which made her already long legs look even slenderer, could step 
inside, a voice called out to her abruptly from behind. 


“Litchi.” 
It was a deep, calm male voice. 


Litchi immediately knew who it was. There was only one person who called her by her first name 
so warmly. Well, at least for now. 


Turning around, rubbing her arms, Litchi widened her eyes in slight surprise. As expected, it was 
the person she had thought it would be. But he was carrying something unexpected in his arms. 
The owner of the voice emerged from the deep shadows of the building. Though Litchi was not 
short, he was so tall she had to look up at him. 


He was a cyborg, known as the Red Devil of Sector Seven, with an incredibly strong body that 
was impossible for a normal human to possess. 

“Tager...” Litchi called his name softly, and as soon as he confirmed that there was no one else 
around, Tager approached her. In his arms was a young girl. She was unconscious, her body 
limp and lifeless. She had long, soft, camellia red hair and a slender frame. And she was 
wearing the blue and white uniform of the NOL. 


"Tager, what’s going on here? Why...?" Litchi was about to ask why he was carrying a soldier 
from the NOL, but before she could finish, Tager interrupted her, gently handing over the 
unconscious girl. 


"I’m sorry, but could you take care of this girl for me? | had to knock her out for a reason, but | 
can't just leave her here, and | can’t contact the Library either." He looked at her with a troubled 
expression, almost pleading. 


She couldn't refuse him when he looked at her like that. Even though she knew him well enough 
to know that he would do something like this, Litchi peered at the girl in Tager’s arms. Her pulse 
was normal. There were no external injuries, and her breathing was steady. She had probably 
simply fainted from a strong shock and was now fast asleep. 


“SO, you're saying you knocked her out?” Litchi glanced up at Tager’s red face through the gap 
in her glasses, her tone slightly reproachful. 


It wasn’t hard to imagine that something had happened between Tager and this girl. Litchi was 
well aware of the relationship between Sector Seven and the NOL. After all, before coming to 
Orient Town, she had worked at the same facility as Tager, under the same superior. 


“Why are you in Kagutsuchi?” While agreeing to take custody of the girl, Litchi asked in a firm 
voice. Sector Seven, where Tager worked, had a research facility located far from Kagutsuchi. It 
wasn't a place he would casually visit for personal reasons. 


Tager hesitated, his face troubled, but he eventually opened his mouth, a hint of mischief in his 
upturned eyes. 


"| don't mind if it's you. Actually..." A third voice suddenly cut in. 


"Kokonoe!" Tager was startled, though he kept his voice low out of consideration for those 
around him. A tense feeling ran through Litchi. The third voice came from a small 
communication device in Tager's ear. On the other side of that device was Tager’s superior and 
creator, and until a year ago, Litchi’s own superior: Kokonoe. 


"What are you so surprised about? Hacking into the line is nothing. Don't cut off the connection 
without permission, understood, Tager?" The voice, altered to be heard not only by Tager but 
those nearby, spoke in a low, controlled tone. The words had a sharpness and tension to them 
that left no room for argument or rebuttal. It was an authoritative tone, tinged with an air of 
irritability. 

A year ago, Litchi had often been scolded by this voice. Bitterness and nostalgia welled up 
within her, and she looked away from Tager, as if to shield her eyes from the sound. 


"Professor Kokonoe..." 


"Long time no see, Litchi. What are you doing in a place like this?" 


Litchi didn't know how to react. She tightened her arms around herself, as if to protect herself 
from something other than the cold. She could feel Kokonoe's sharp, penetrating gaze, honed 
by intellect and reason, watching her through the communication device. 


"That's... Well, professor, shouldn’t you already know?" She knew that Kokonoe must know why 
she was in Kagutsuchi, why she had chosen to live in the lower-level Orient Town, and why she 
had left Sector Seven. There was nothing more she needed to explain. 


"You still haven't given up on him?" 


As she thought, Kokonoe already knew. She knew why Litchi was here. Perhaps that’s why the 
voice from the comm device felt almost like an accusation, as if Kokonoe were rebuking her. 


"Give up? How could | possibly give up?" Litchi replied, squeezing the words from her chest. 
There was a burst of static from the comm device. It was Kokonoe’s sigh—sounding more 
exasperated than anything else. 


"I'll say it one more time. Stop thinking about saving him. He’s beyond saving. You can't help 
him." 


"I still don't understand!" Litchi shook her head vigorously. 


The kind, gentle, and sometimes stern doctor that the residents of Orient Town knew was 
nowhere to be seen. Instead, there was the face of a weak girl desperately trying to protect 
something. A face like she was shaking her head to prevent her precious treasure from being 
taken away. 


Litchi looked sternly at Tager, her eyes fixed on the communication device on his ear. 
"How can you be so indifferent, professor? You haven't tried everything. He just made a small 
mistake. He rushed things a little. And... he was your... your first subordinate, wasn’t he?" 


Litchi’s voice trembled with emotion. It could almost be called a quiver. 


She couldn’t understand. She couldn’t accept it. She didn’t want to accept it. That rejection was 
evident not just in her voice but also in her sad, furrowed brow. 


Once again, Kokonoe’s sigh came through the comm device. This time, it wasn’t a sigh of 
exasperation, but of frustration, almost as if she were pulling her hair out. 


"I'm sorry, professor... But I... | can't give up,” Litchi said, clenching her hands tightly in front of 
her chest. But deep down, she understood. She was a doctor, and until a year ago, she had 


been a researcher. That was why, despite the emotions she felt, she also knew how to remain 
cold and rational when necessary. She had understood this about herself long ago, though it 
was something she hated. 


"There's nothing | can do." 


A year ago, Litchi had left Sector Seven, where she’d worked alongside Kokonoe and Tager, to 
help someone. That person had been researching seithr and the Boundary, which was said to 
have brought this substance into the world. But then, something happened to him. He became 
increasingly confused, eventually disappearing from public view, and finally, he ceased to be 
human. 


It was the result of his continued exposure to seithr and his overzealous research into the 
Boundary. He became unable to distinguish himself from the Boundary, and lost his original 
form. 


Just as it is impossible to restore something that has been digested back to its original state, it is 
also impossible to return something that has been assimilated into the Boundary back to its 
previous form. 


Even though Litchi followed him all the way to this place, Orient Town in Kagutsuchi, even 
though she stayed here, heard rumors about him, and searched for his shadow, even though 
she studied seithr and non-human species, even though she reached for the Boundary just as 
he did... 


She couldn't change anything. 


The "man" Litchi was looking for had taken refuge in the sewers beneath the lower levels of 
Kagutsuchi, accessible through Orient Town. Day after day, he wandered aimlessly, driven 
solely by his instincts. 


"All of my subordinates are idiots..." Kokonoe spat out. Litchi couldn't look up. She thought she 
was foolish too. She had no rebuttal. 


A heavy silence fell for a few seconds. Then, light footsteps ran towards the entrance of Litchi's 
hospital. 


"I'm home... Wow, you're huge!" 


A small girl appeared. She had brown skin, her black hair was tied up in a ponytail, and she was 
wearing clothes that allowed for easy movement. She had a small bag filled with daily 
necessities slung over her thin arms and chest, but when she looked up at Tager's massive 
figure, she was so surprised that she hugged it tightly. 


"Linhua...! W-welcome back!" Litchi quickly turned around, a bit flustered. 


Linhua was Litchi's assistant, a young girl who aspired to be a doctor. Linhua’s large, round 
eyes widened even further as she stared up at Tager, who was much more imposing up close 
than from a distance. 


"I'm home, Doctor. Uh... who is this person? A patient?" 


"Well, that..." Litchi hesitated, at a loss for words. Linhua was a reliable assistant, both 
personally and professionally, but Litchi had never told her about her past, nor did she intend to. 


Litchi could not let Tager or Kokonoe overhear their conversation. She cast a glance toward 
Teiger, silently pleading for help. But by then, Tager had already turned off the comm. The giant, 
who was more rational than he looked, understood perfectly well what Litchi disliked. However, 
as if in exchange, he thrust the unconscious girl into Litchi's arms. 


"| have a mission. | have to go now. Please take care of this girl." Tager had come here not to 
broadcast Kokonoe's feelings or to start an argument between his superior and Litchi, but for the 
safety of this red-haired girl. 


"| understand. I'll take care of her." In this situation, there was no way Litchi could refuse. She 
accepted the girl without hesitation. 


The girl’s limp, unresponsive body certainly wasn't light, but Litchi had enough strength to carry 
her to bed. She was confident in her physical strength, even if it wasn't befitting of a doctor or 
researcher. 


Seeing the person Litchi had taken, Linhua frowned unhappily. 

"Isn't she a guard from the Library? Why..." 

Why would she be taking care of a guard? That's what Linhua was about to say. 

Linhua was born in Orient Town. Like most of the lower levels’ residents, she strongly resented 
the NOL’s oppressive rule. The blue and white uniform worn by the unremarkable female guard 
seemed to symbolize the root cause of the hardships and poverty that had plagued her life. 
Even though Litchi understood this sentiment, she gently scolded Linhua. 

"No matter who she is, a patient is a patient. Linhua, prepare the bed." 

"Yes, Dr. Litchi," Linhua replied, understanding her point. Clutching the paper bag tightly once 


more, Linhua reluctantly nodded and ran to the back of the hospital. 


Watching her go, Litchi slung the unconscious girl's arm over her shoulder to support her wet 
body. As Litchi looked up one last time, Tager spoke. 


"Litchi. There's something | want to tell you. Kokonoe wants you to return to the institution. If 
you're willing, she's ready to help you anytime." Tager interpreted this as the message Kokonoe 
had wanted to say by intruding on the communication line earlier. The difficult, neurotic voice of 
their superior was terrible at conveying emotional things to people. Tager, having worked closer 
with Kokonoe than anyone else, knew this firsthand. 


Litchi looked surprised, then relaxed her face and shook her head sadly. 


"| can’t return. Not until | settle things with that man." She would surely regret it if she did. She 
might even resent Kokonoe, unjustly. "And even if | do settle it, if | try to go back, I'm sure 
Kokonoe wouldn't accept me." 


If she could bring that person back, it wouldn't be easy, and it certainly wouldn't be humane. She 
would have to touch things that she shouldn't touch. She would have to see things that she 
shouldn't see. She would have to know things that she shouldn't know. She didn't want to 
imagine how Kokonoe would look at her when that happened. 


Tager groaned thoughtfully, his expression twisting with bitterness. 


"| see. | don’t understand these complicated matters, but..." He couldn't stay and talk forever. 
Tager turned his broad red back to Litchi. "I'll take my leave now. ...Take care." 


With those words, Tager walked back the way he came without looking back. As he disappeared 
into the dark shadows, his large back vanished into the alleyways of Orient Town. Litchi, too, 
turned her back on him and carried the unconscious soldier into the clinic. Once she closed the 
door behind her, she was back in her small, familiar hospital. 


The girl's body was completely cold from being carried in the rain. After carrying her to the bed 
that Linhua had prepared, Litchi laid her down on the clean sheets and carefully removed the 
blue hat and boots that were part of her uniform. Taking her hands, which had lost all strength 
down to the fingertips, Litchi removed her gloves and the stiff metal cuffs attached to the 
sleeves. 


Listening to the sound of Linhua tidying up the supplies she had bought in the next room, Litchi 
gently covered the sleeping girl with a blanket, though it wasn't the best quality. 


"It might be a little cold tonight with just this..." she murmured aloud. 


At that moment, a strange sensation, like an invisible thread being cut, ran down Litchi's spine. 
However, she mistook it for a chill brought on by the cold and left the room to fetch another 
blanket for her new patient. She would never know that in that moment, she had lost something 
precious to her. 


December 30, 2199 - 18:21 


The rain continued to fall. The sky grew darker, and eventually, a strong wind began to blow. As 
night fell, the air grew colder. This was already a high place, incredibly high when counted from 
the ground. And to top it all off, there was nothing to block the wind and rain. 


"Ah... this is just the worst." 


Standing on the rooftop of the Kagutsuchi branch of the Novus Orbis Librarium, at the highest 
point of the Thirteenth Hierarchical City of Kagutsuchi, Hazama stared up at the endless 
rainstorm, genuinely exasperated. 


His black suit, not part of the uniform, and the hat he wore for protection against the rain, were 
useless. Within seconds of arriving, they were soaked through. He had thought that if he waited 
a bit, the rain would lighten up, but he now wondered what the point of wasting that time was. 


"If this wasn't a direct order from my superior or that person, I'd call in sick and go back to the 
script department." It was utterly depressing. The thought of having to work alone in this wind 


and rain was unbearable. 


"Well, there's no use complaining forever." Hazama muttered, pitying himself as he pulled a 
small communicator from his suit's inner pocket. He put it to his ear and waited. 


The day had long since passed, and it was dark. There was no chance of moonlight with these 
thick rain clouds. The pale light from the rooftop entrance behind Hazama illuminated the 


circular, wet rooftop like a spotlight, casting a cold glow. 


"It's me." A voice came through the communicator. It was a man's voice. Low, with no trace of 
emotion in it. 


Hazama put his hands in his pants pocket and straightened his back slightly. 

"Good evening. This is Hazama. I've arrived at the scene. It's pouring rain, by the way." 

"| see. Then begin." 

"Oh, so cold. No words of encouragement, Colonel?" The brim of his hat was useless. Hazama 
pushed back his wet bangs with his fingers and smiled wryly. Although, if the man on the other 
end had offered words of encouragement, it would have been so creepy that he wouldn't be 


able to focus on his work. 


"We don't have much time. Hurry up." 


"Yeah, yeah. Honestly, both you and that person are so demanding." Hazama added, "I'll see 
you later," and ended the communication. He tossed the small communicator into the air as if it 
were a toy, caught it, and then returned it to his pocket. 


The rain was cold. Hazama slightly lifted the brim of his black hat. Golden eyes peered out from 
beneath his wet hair. He fixed his sharp gaze on the countless raindrops shimmering in the light, 
and beyond that, on the empty, silent rooftop space that was also quietly getting wet. 


Hazama shrugged slightly and smiled. It was as if he were speaking to someone. 
"| Know. | want to finish this quickly too." 


The sound of the rain continued uninterrupted. There was no one else there but Hazama, and of 
course, there was no one else to see. The rooftop, bathed in rain and mist, was silent and 
empty, unable to speak or complain. It only grew wetter. 


Hazama put away the communicator, adjusted his hat a little, and stepped toward the center of 
the rooftop. The sound of his hard leather shoes tapping against the wet floor echoed with a 
faint splash of water. 


Hazama smiled as he walked. With both hands in his pockets, his thin shoulders rose slightly, 
and they shook rhythmically with each sound he made. Alone, on the peak of Kagutsuchi where 
not even birds dared to approach, Hazama smiled softly, as if without a care in the world. He 
spoke as though soothing someone only he could understand. 


"Don't rush me so much. We'll get it back eventually, Terumi." 


Grim Reaper: The Man Called Shinigami - Chapter 3 


A sound of dripping, whether it was water or something more repulsive, echoed from the high 
ceiling. 


In the deep, foul-smelling sewer, a black mass lay on the cold, unclean floor. At first glance, it 
looked like a bag of slime or a corpse wrapped in black sludge. But it was neither. It was the 
prostrate form of a grotesque monster that inhabited the sewers, Arakune. 


"Damn it... you sure know how to be a pain." Ragna muttered as he looked down at the 
blackened mass, sword dangling from his hand. 


He had wasted a lot of time subduing this creature whose unpredictable movements were far 
removed from those of humans or even beasts. He had been trying to take a shortcut, but this 
had been a huge detour. 


“Gug... gug... overcharged kick..." Arakune, a quivering mass of black seithr, groaned with its 
white, mask-like face floating within it. It was as if a mud puddle were speaking. It could no 
longer resist. It seemed to have lost the power to spew out strange spirits as it had done before. 


Taokaka, at Ragna's side, wagged her tail with a triumphant grin. 

"Tao won! You won't do any more bad things, Squiddly! Or else, next time, | won't be so gentle!" 
"Nah. There won’t be a next time." Ragna muttered under his breath, stepping forward. 
"Meow?" Taokaka tilted her head, puzzled by his words. This strange, carefree cat-like creature 
likely had no concept of what he meant. Ragna, however, looked down at Arakune's writhing 
form and raised his sword. 

"This thing's already lost all reason. It's completely consumed by the Boundary... by the seithr. If 
we leave it, it'll just gather more around it and recover, then start absorbing anything it comes 
into contact with." Ragna’s voice was matter-of-fact. 

Perhaps it needed life force. Things connected to the Boundary often had such properties. They 


couldn't help but devour the souls of others. It was the same as the instinct of a hungry animal, 
something separate from thought. Eat, eat, eat. That was all. 


“"Ugigi, not enough... not enough... crumbling... crumbling..." Arakune sputtered as it raised 
a skeletal arm from its blackened body, tracing an arc in the air. It looked pitiful, weak, and 
broken. 


"Don't take it personally..." Ragna muttered, almost like an afterthought. "Though | guess, you 
won't be able to feel anything now." 


With a single, swift motion, Ragna brought the sword down. There was a dull impact — the 
sword was light enough to crush bones and flesh, yet heavy enough to pound through the goo 
and slime. Something broke, something tore. 

The sword struck true, and the black, shadowy form twisted and writhed on the blade. The 
skeletal hand reached out weakly, as if it had no strength left. With a final weak gesture and a 
trembling voice, it lost its shape. 

The protruding bony arm fell to the floor and shattered into pieces. At the same time, the black 
body crumbled like dry earth, becoming as fine as sand, and then as fine as mist, turning into a 


mere blackened stain on the slime of the sewer. 


There was no corpse left. Although traces could still be seen, who would think that this was the 
remains of a strange monster? 


Perhaps it had already been a formless, non-existent thing. Thinking about that, Ragna frowned 
at the small murmur the Arakune had let out at the end. 


",.. Azure?" The voice was muffled and indistinct, but it had definitely said that. 
Ragna knew exactly what that word symbolized. Something very close to him. 


Naturally, Ragna's gaze fell on his prosthetic right arm. Hidden beneath the black clothes and 
red coat sleeve, the arm was covered by a black glove. No skin was visible from the outside. 


That arm was not the one he was born with. Though it had the same shape and moved like a 
human arm, what extended from his right shoulder down was a grimoire. 


BlazBlue. 
The Azure Grimoire. 
He learned that name after losing his birth arm and gaining this one in its place. 


Although it was called a grimoire, it wasn't used to activate spells. What it could use was... 
fragments of the Boundary's power. 


This arm was connected to the Boundary. It was like a small "cauldron." And it could also be 
considered a condensed Arakune. 


The blackened substance caked beneath him felt all too familiar. 


"Damn it..." Ragna clenched his right fist tightly and involuntarily cursed. He could feel it. He 
could move it freely. But it wasn't his own flesh and blood; it was a terrifying foreign object. The 
sensation was disgusting. 


Involuntarily, his memories stirred. The night he lost his arm flashed through his mind. It was 
from that night. From that night, Ragna's world changed, and everything began. 


"Hey, Good Guy~!" 
"Whoa!" A sudden shock, like being pushed from behind, shattered his thoughts. 
It didn't take long to realize that Taokaka had jumped on him and clung to him, but it took a bit of 


effort and a lot of muscle to pull his body back from the big stumble he had taken because of the 
sudden force. 


"Ouch... Hey! Don't just jump on me like that!" He had almost crashed face-first into Arakune’s 
remains. Ragna turned around sharply, trying to shake off Taokaka who was clinging to his 
back. But she stubbornly remained on his back, climbing up to his head and peering into his 
face. 


"Meow, | called you and you were spacing out. If you didn't respond, | was going to throw you 
over there." 


"Ugh..." Taokaka's big hand pointed to the sewer river. Ragna didn't want to think about what the 
liquid flowing between the sludge and waste was composed of. 


"So? What is it?" Remembering that she had called out to him, Ragna removed her arm and 
lifted Taokaka off his back. 


This time, Taokaka obediently stepped down and stretched both hands high into the air, looking 
up at Ragna. The expression on her black face, hidden beneath her hood, was a joyful smile 
that seemed completely delighted. 


"Thank you, Good Guy!" 


"Huh? What for?" 


"Good Guy is a benefactor. You not only fed Tao, but you also defeated the Squiggly. The 
villagers will be so happy!" Taokaka expressed her joy with her whole body, her voice as bright 
as a song. 

Ragna smiled weakly. He returned his sword to his waist and scratched his head. 


"Don't tell me you were going to throw your benefactor into the sewer." 
"That's different, meow." 


"You..." Ragna could only manage a dry laugh at Taokaka’s casual response. "Well... whatever. 
Let's go anyway. We wasted a lot of time thanks to that guy, and if we stay here any longer, we'll 
start to smell." His nose had already gotten used to the smell, and he couldn't tell how bad he 
smelled. 


Taokaka jumped around Ragna happily. "Okay! Then let’s go, Good Guy! Tao will lead the way, 
meow~!" 


"Alright, alright. | hope we won't run into any more of those monsters." 


"Don't worry. There's only one Squiggly. And even if more come out, Tao and Good Guy will 
beat it up!" Raising her fist as if in a cheer, Taokaka's light voice echoed through the sewer 
ceiling. Following the lively back of Taokaka, Ragna climbed over the rubble once more. 


Thanks to Taokaka’s lively mood, the journey through the sewer felt surprisingly cheerful. It was 
a bit noisy, but the rest of the journey was peaceful, with no real problems to speak of. After 
passing through a long corridor, they encountered a complex set of ladders. Climbing those, 
they reached another dark, long hallway. They repeated this several times, walking for hours. 
Finally, Ragna reached the end of the escape route. 


"Climbing this ladder will take us outside, meow." Taokaka said, stopping at the foot of the 
ladder. Instead of continuing as a passage, the end of the ladder was a dead end. It was 


probably a lid. Beyond that was the upper level of Kagutsuchi. 


Relying on the green moss that grew slightly at his feet and the small, regularly spaced 
maintenance lights, Ragna looked up to gauge the distance to the lid and turned to Taokaka. 


"Thanks. | appreciate the guide." 


"It was nothing. But | want more food, meow!" Taokaka wiped her mouth, as if she hadn't eaten 
several servings just a while ago. 


Ragna felt a cold shiver run down his spine. If he had paid for that meal properly, he would 
probably be washing dishes at that restaurant right now. 


"...I'll buy you one meat bun." 


"Yay!" Taokaka waved her hands in joy. Ragna couldn’t help but chuckle and grabbed the 
ladder. It was surprisingly sturdy, probably because it was in the upper level area. 


"Well, see you later. Be careful." 

"Meow!" With a salute-like pose, Taokaka ran back the way she came, as if a kitten were 
running away. She stopped a few steps away, turned around, and waved vigorously at Ragna. 
"Come visit our village next time, Good Guy!" 

Her unrestrained voice echoed throughout the sewer once more. With that loud echo, Taokaka 
finally disappeared into the darkness of the sewer. Her light footsteps were so faint, and the 
echoes of her voice bouncing off every wall slowly faded away, until the sound of her running 


was long gone. 


An unnatural silence fell, as if more than just one person had left. Somehow, the darkness 
around seemed to grow thicker. 


Ragna began to climb the ladder. There was no light in the narrow exit leading up, and he had 
to proceed completely by feel from halfway up. As he moved his hands and feet heavily, he let 
out a sigh. 


(I never thought I'd be going through a place like this with such a noisy person...) 


It was a completely unexpected situation. It would have been impossible to anticipate. After all, 
Ragna had always avoided traveling with anyone. There were several reasons for this. 


One was that he was wanted as a criminal. Given that he was a target of the organization that 
ruled the world, he was not optimistic enough to wander around with someone in tow. 


The other was... Azure. What the sewer monster, Arakune, had uttered. Ragna's right arm. The 
Azure Grimoire. 


Things connected to the Boundary often had such properties. 

Like Arakune, this arm also craved life force. 

No, it's not that it craved it out of some kind of will. It was so fundamental and instinctive that 
even thinking of it as something as simple as eating because it was hungry felt too intellectual, 


Ragna thought. 


Just by existing, it automatically absorbed the life force of those nearby. 


Naturally, it would be fatal to be around it for too long. That's why Ragna never sought 
companions and had always traveled alone, visiting various branches of the NOL. He intended 
to continue doing so. In other words, this shortcut, though short-lived, was a very unusual 
experience. 


"| wonder what that thing was all about. It said something about the Kaka tribe." Tired of 
listening to the hard-hitting sound of the ladder, Ragna muttered to himself. Since it had also 
mentioned a village, there must be a settlement near Orient Town. So, are there many more 
creatures like that? 

"... That thing was so noisy." 

Then, it seemed like he would never have enough food. 


The echo of his voice was different from before. The ceiling lid was near. 


Thinking about that, Ragna's consciousness shifted away from the cat girl he had just parted 
ways with and turned sharply toward the outside. 


A little more. Once he got out of here and through the upper city, he would climb higher and 
higher up Kagutsuchi. Then he would see it right away. The magnificent, yet unnecessarily large 
figure of the Novus Orbis Librarium’s Kagutsuchi branch. 


Ah. The sigh he let out was hot and smoldering, a complete contrast to the one he had just let 
out. 


(I'll wait until there’s nobody around and enter head-on. I'll knock out any guards who get in my 
way. Then, I'll take the elevator in the center to the very bottom... the basement.) 


What's hidden deep beneath the branch? 

Destroy the cauldron. 

His purpose and the actions he took to achieve it were always the same. Destroying the 
cauldron. For now, that was all that mattered. If he destroyed every cauldron in the world, 
then... 

His outstretched hand touched something blocking his way instead of the ladder. Pushing 
upwards with all his might, a heavy object creaked as it slowly rose. Light from outside came in. 
He thought it might be dawn, but fortunately, the sun hadn't risen yet. It was dark outside. And 


quiet. There was no sign of anyone. 


(First, I'll find somewhere to rest.) 


It would be nice if he could find an unused storage room or warehouse before it got light and lie 
down to rest. Carefully and quietly, so as not to make any unnecessary noise, he opened the lid 
and inhaled a breath of fresh air for the first time in several hours. 


2 


December 31, 2199 — 13:58 

Her arm moved at the sense of someone's presence. 

With blurry eyes and a hazy mind, she recognized the clean white sheets and the long, camellia 
red hair scattered on them - her own hair. Then the warm blanket draped over her shoulders 
and her own white hand gently held within it. 

It took Tsubaki a few seconds to understand that she was lying on a bed. 


(...A bed?) 


But why was she sleeping in a bed? A question popped up in her mind, but her head wasn't 
working well enough to do anything about it. She sighed. Her consciousness was unclear. 


(No, | can't do this. | have to be strong...) 


Without voicing it, Tsubaki told herself to steady her sluggish mind. Slowly, she sat up. 


nore Huh?" Suddenly, she realized the strangeness of her situation. 


It was a place she had never seen before. The walls were a yellowish white, the ceiling and floor 
were made of brown wood. The oddly latticed windows were round, and the view outside was 
clearly that of a lower-class district with a dimly lit, cluttered cityscape. There was a sharp smell 
of disinfectant in the air. 


Tsubaki blinked her clear blue eyes a few times. This was not her room. Of course, it wasn't a 
facility of the NOL either. 


"Where am I...?" Her weak voice expressed her confusion. And then... 
"Meow!" Suddenly, a pair of large triangular ears popped out from the foot of the bed where 
Tsubaki was lying. Then, a large, round hand was placed on the edge of the bed, and a head 


slowly peered over, as if to observe the situation. 


It was a strange-looking creature. It resembled a stuffed cat made of sewn-together cloth, but 
the face peeking over the edge of the bed was not adorned with buttons or embroidery thread. 


Instead, it had a pair of red circles floating in a pitch-black space, which seemed to be its eyes. 
Its mouth seemed to be a white triangle floating below the red circles. 


It was strange, but rather than being creepy, it felt endearing, perhaps because of the tail, which 
was the only part that was white and swayed gently behind it. It was long and slender, more like 
a real cat than a stuffed animal. 


(It... it's not a cat, is it...?) 


She tilted her head awkwardly, staring at the red circles that were staring back at her. The 
cat-like creature with the triangular ears also tilted its head. It might even be cute, she thought. 
But that thought was short-lived. 


"Ohh~ here it is!" 
"Huh... what?" 


"Boobie Lady, Boobie Lady! The sleeping person woke up!" Suddenly, the creature with the 
triangular ears and tail jumped up and shouted loudly, waving its hands towards the outside of 
the room. Startled, Tsubaki hugged the blanket on the bed, and she could hear the sound of 
several people running towards her. 


"Oh, you're awake! Well, that's good!" The first person to rush into the room was a large man. 
As soon as he entered, he shouted so loudly that it seemed to vibrate the air in the room, and 
then he strode over to the bedside where Tsubaki was lying. 


He was dressed in something like an Ikaryu ninja outfit, with a red cloth wrapped around his 
neck like a muffler. There was a large scar in the shape of an X on his face. 


Next came a small girl. Pushing aside the big man, she slid to the side of the bed and placed 
her hand on Tsubaki's forehead with a slightly sullen expression. 


"You don't seem to have a fever. I'll check your temperature properly later, but how are you 
feeling?" 


"|... I'm fine... | think." Tsubaki replied, confused. 


"You think? What does that even mean? Be clear about it." The girl pursed her lips in 
dissatisfaction. She had bright, spirited eyes and skin as smooth as the hand that had touched 
Tsubaki. She had her neatly combed black hair tied up at the back of her head. She was 
wearing clothes that were easy to move in. If she hadn't heard her voice, Tsubaki might have 
mistaken her for a boy. 


"Linhua, you shouldn’t speak like that to someone who’s just woken up." A new voice spoke 
softly, with a hint of sensuality in its tone. The large man stepped aside to make way. Behind 
him appeared a beautiful woman carrying a pitcher and a glass on a tray. 


Tsubaki was instantly captivated by her refined features, supple limbs, and curvaceous figure. 
Her skin was smooth and white, and the thin lenses of her glasses and the black eyes twinkling 
behind them conveyed a gentle intelligence. Yet, the thinly painted red lips were oddly alluring, 
and whenever she smiled, it was impossible to look away. 


It wasn’t just Tsukaki who was drawn to her captivating appearance. The large man with the red 
scarf seemed similarly entranced. When she thanked him for clearing the way, he visibly 
blushed and gave a wide smile. 


Passing in front of him, she flicked the long hem of her red dress and placed a tray on the 
bedside table. The beautiful woman with glasses poured water from a pitcher into a glass and 
offered it to Tsubaki. 


"I'm Litchi Faye-Ling. This is a hospital in Orient Town, and I'm the doctor here." 


"A doctor? Oh..." As she accepted the glass, Tsukaki wondered why she was in a doctor's office. 
Then she remembered. 


That's right. It was raining. She had parted ways with Hazama, the intelligence officer, at 
Kagutsuchi's fifth port and came to Orient Town alone. And then she’d spotted a man working 
on something. The Red Devil from Sector Seven. She was supposed to contact the Kagutsuchi 
branch of the Librarium to apprehend him. Or was she? Her memory was hazy and unclear. 


Just then, the Red Devil had suddenly reached out to her, and as she braced herself for the 
attack... or perhaps just before that moment, sparks flew in front of her eyes, and she had no 
memory of what happened after that. 


"That's right, |... at that time..." Tsubaki gripped the glass in her hand. She realized that she had 
lost to the Red Devil. And it had been with just one blow, so easily that she couldn't even 
remember it. 


It was pathetic, even though she was a soldier. While scolding herself inwardly, Tsubaki tried to 
put on a calm expression and looked up. ...However, she couldn't say that she was successful. 


"Litchi-san... ... right? You saved me." 
"Oh, no. | simply took you in, gave you some basic treatment, and lent you a bed. Someone 


else brought you here." Litchi lowered her eyebrows slightly, looking a bit troubled, and waved 
her hand in front of her. Suddenly, the alluring and enchanting atmosphere around her became 


warm and friendly. Next to Litchi, the girl with a boyish appearance pouted and crossed her thin 
arms, looking dissatisfied. 


"...If it weren't for this place, you probably would’ve been dumped somewhere nearby. You 
should thank the doctor." 

"Now, Linhua."” Litchi quickly chided her with a sharp tone. Linhua didn't argue, but she snorted 
and turned her face away from Tsubaki and Litchi. 


Litchi pushed up the end of her glasses with her finger and gave Tsubaki a wry smile. 


"I'm sorry about that. This child is my assistant, Rinfa, and she was born and raised in this town. 
So... she has complicated feelings about people like soldiers." Tsubaki nodded, sensing the 
complex emotions contained in the single word "complicated." 


The NOL was a huge organization. But the world was even bigger, and even in the Hierarchical 
Cities, there were inevitably parts where the government's reach was effective and parts where 
it was not. 


Kagutsuchi's Orient Town was a good example. The NOL did not have enough manpower to 
maintain the city's infrastructure or public safety, and support for the poor was insufficient. 
Therefore, it was not uncommon for people in these lower-class towns to resent the NOL. 


... lsubaki had heard rumors about this in the NOL. This was the first time she had seen this 
resentment firsthand. Somehow, she didn't know how to put it into words. 


Seeing Tsubaki's somber expression, Litchi smiled again and, as if to cheer her up, introduced 
the other two people in a bright voice. 


"This is Taokaka, and this is Bang. They're both my friends." She first pointed to a strange girl 
with a triangular hood covering her head and a swaying cat's tail. 


Taokaka thrust her arm towards Tsubaki with a bouncy motion. "If you're a friend of the Boobie 
Lady, then you're a friend of Tao too! Nice to meet you!" 


"I'm Bang Shishigami. It's a pleasure to make your acquaintance!" Bang, the large man with the 
scarred face who was introduced next, greeted her with as much vigor as Taokaka. Their 
excitement was enough to blow away the tense and strained atmosphere with Linhua just a 
moment ago. 


Tsubaki involuntarily drew back slightly on the bed. She had heard that there were all sorts of 
people living in the lower levels of the city, but she was truly experiencing it firsthand now. As if 


seeing through Tsubaki's confusion or admiration, Litchi smiled slightly and amusedly. 


"If you don’t mind, may | ask your name?" 


Only then did Tsukaki realize she hadn't introduced herself. Thanks to her Librarium uniform, her 
role as a soldier was apparent, but that alone wasn't enough to show her gratitude to the person 
who had helped her. Hurriedly, Tsubaki straightened her posture, clasped her hands neatly on 
her lap, and bowed to Litchi, Linhua, Taokaka, and Bang. 


"My apologies. | am Tsukaki Yayoi, Second Lieutenant in the Fourth Thaumaturgist Squadron of 
the Novus Orbis Librarium. | am truly grateful for all your help." 


"Oh, you don't have to be so formal. | just wanted to know your name because | thought it would 
be rude to keep calling you soldier forever." Litchi waved her hand hurriedly and smiled gently. 
Tsubaki couldn't help but relax her cheeks at her easygoing manner. Perhaps she was more 
cheerful than she looked. 


Next to her, Bang grabbed his chin with his thick fingers and groaned thoughtfully. 


"It's rare to see a soldier from headquarters in such a lower level. Even the Kagutsuchi guards 
don't come down here very often." 


"Well..." Tsubaki hesitated and took another sip from the cup she was holding. She wanted to be 
honest and tell him everything since she had been helped, but the command that this was a 
top-secret mission came to mind. 


Just as she was about to say that she was sorry but couldn't talk about the mission, Bang 
suddenly clapped his hands. 


"Come to think of it, | saw a strange soldier yesterday. Could that blond man be your 
companion?" 


"A blond... man?" For Bang, it was probably just a casual thought. But those words pulled 
Tsubaki's attention like a magnet. 


There were countless blond-haired men in the NOL. Considering that there were a considerable 
number of them at headquarters alone, the total number, including all the branches nationwide, 
was unimaginable. 


But for Tsubaki, only one person came to mind. 


"That man! Who was he?! When and where did you see him!?" Suddenly throwing off the 
blanket, Tsubaki pressed herself up from the bed towards Bang. Even Bang seemed taken 
aback and leaned back, spreading his arms in front of his chest as if to calm her. But Tsubaki 
didn't see any of that. 


"Please tell me, what was he like? Did you talk to him? What was his name? Was he injured...?" 
Before Tsubaki could finish her rapid-fire questions, a dizziness distorted her vision. Losing her 
balance, she pressed her head and dropped her raised bottom onto the bed mat. 


Litchi touched her shoulder and forehead soothingly. "Don't push yourself, Tsubaki-san. You've 
been asleep all night. Even though there are no visible external injuries, you did lose 
consciousness once. You should rest first..." 


"|- no, I'm fine... wait, all night!" Tsubaki's voice cracked in belated realization. She accidentally 
slapped Litchi's hand away, causing her to gasp in surprise. Tsubaki realized that she had been 
rude and became flustered. "I-I’m sorry, but... the whole night...?" 


"Yes, yes. You were brought here yesterday... around six thirty in the evening, | think. It's the 
next day now, the 31st, around two o'clock." Litchi answered, looking at the clock in the room 
while still a little shaken. 

Seeing Tsubaki's face turn pale, Linhua frowned worriedly. 

"What's wrong? Did you have a date?" 

"Are you hungry, meow?" 


"Tao, be quiet for a moment." 


"Okay, meow?" At the foot of the bed, Taokaka's large hand began to knead the crumpled 
blanket. Normally, Tsubaki would have smiled at the sight, but she didn't have the energy. 


"No, what should | do? I'm on a mission..." Oh, but that's not what's important right now. Even as 
the shock of reality caused another dizzy spell, Tsubaki looked up at Bang pleadingly. "Please 
tell me about that blond-haired man. When and where did you meet him?" 


"| saw him yesterday morning in a vagrant town below this one," Bang replied with a serious 
expression, instead of his usual bold smile, seeing Tsubaki's unusual state. "I didn't get his 
name, but he was a young man. He was rather thin, with green eyes. He had sharp eyes and 
was wearing the same uniform as you. He also had a sword with a blue sheath." 


Tsubaki's eyes widened at the words "blue sheath." Jin's beloved sword. Tsubaki didn't know its 
name, but Jin had never let anyone, especially Tsubaki, touch that sword with its cold blue 


sheath. 


It had to be him. There was no doubt about it. Thinking that, Tsubaki's heart began to pound like 
a drum. 


"Where... where was he going? Didn't he say anything?" Her voice trembled as she asked. 


Bang replied in a clear, low voice. "He didn't say where, but he said he was going up. And he 
said he was looking for a man with white hair and a red coat..." 


The words "white hair and red coat" had become synonymous with a certain man in the current 
NOL. 


"The 'Grim Reaper’... Ragna the Bloodedge." The words slipped from Tsukaki’s lips before she 
even realized it, bringing with them a deep understanding. 


"Tsubaki-san?" 
"Yes, because Brother Jin... he said it himself. But why... why didn’t | realize it sooner?" 
No, wait... it wasn’t that she didn’t realize it. It was that she hadn’t wanted to see it. 


Without paying any attention to Litchi, who was peering at her with concern, Tsubaki touched 
her trembling lips with her fingertips. Her fingertips were also trembling slightly. 


Jin Kisaragi, who had disappeared from the NOL, had come to Kagutsuchi to pursue Ragna the 
Bloodedge. That meant he must also be searching for Ragna the Bloodedge in Kagutsuchi. 
How would he search? Would he wander around the vast Kagutsuchi aimlessly, like Tsubaki? 


Jin was a calm and intelligent person. He knew how to achieve his goals. Ragna the Bloodedge 
was a vicious criminal who went around destroying branches all over the world. So, if he waited 
at a branch that was his target, the Grim Reaper would eventually come. After all, his purpose in 
coming to Kagutsuchi was the branch itself. 


"| have to go!" Tsubaki slid off the bed as if she had been shot. But Litchi immediately stopped 
her. 


"Wait. | told you, you still—" 
"| have to go! There's someone I'm looking for. Someone important! | have to go quickly..." She 
didn't know what would happen if she didn't go. She didn't know why she felt such a burning 


sense of urgency. Tsubaki pleaded with Litchi as if she were spitting out words. 


Suddenly, the look of anxiety, apprehension, and worry, typical of a doctor, disappeared from 
Litchi's face. Her gentle eyes were now stern, and she looked at Tsubaki intently. 


"Did you come here from headquarters for that person?" 


"Y... yes. | don't know if | can do anything. But | have to find him no matter what." 


If she didn't, Jin would be pursued by the NOL as a traitor. It wasn’t because of the mission. It 
wasn’t because of an order. She couldn’t let Jin be accused of something he didn’t do. 


Litchi took her hand off Tsubaki's shoulder and went to a machine at the end of the room, 
flipping the hem of her long dress. There, neatly folded, were Tsubaki's gloves and the 
removable parts of her uniform. There was also a beret-like hat and a holster with a small gun. 


"If you still feel dizzy, don't run or overexert yourself. If you overdo it, it'll be counterproductive." 
As she spoke, Litchi handed Tsubaki the gloves and sleeves and put the hat on her head. 


Tsukaki clenched the items tightly and nodded deeply. "Yes. Thank you very much." She quickly 
put on the sleeve parts and gloves, then stepped into her boots. Her body swayed slightly when 
she stepped down, but she didn't feel any pain. 


"Thank you so much for everything. Excuse me!" Bowing deeply, Tsubaki turned around and ran 
out hurriedly. Her steps weren't light by any means, and the door slammed loudly behind her, 
echoing through the clinic. Litchi, watching the whirlwind of activity, looked back toward the door 
with a faintly troubled expression. 


"Is that okay, Dr. Litchi?" 


"She doesn’t have any injuries, and her health seems fine for now, so she should be okay for 
the time being. Even if something happens, she’s a soldier. Once she reaches the upper levels, 
there are plenty of facilities that can help her if needed." With one arm around her chest and her 
fingertip touching her mouth, Lychee looked back at the door, just like Linnua. Her expression 
was half-dazed, but that daze was not directed at Tsubaki herself. 


"Besides, she seems to have very important business." She's looking for someone important. 
When that thought was directed at her so straightforwardly, Litchi couldn't deny it. She couldn't 
refuse. She was also here because she was looking for someone important. 


"Kuu, Litchi-dono is so kind! 1, Bang Shishigami, am deeply moved by Litchi-dono's words of 
love!" Bang grabbed Litchi's hands tightly with both of his, tears of emotion streaming down his 
face. 

"Oh, Bang-san, you're so dramatic..." Litchi's gaze was directed straight at him, just as it had 
been with Tsubaki. But when it came from this man, she didn't know how to react. While smiling 
wryly, she felt something nostalgic in the warmth of his touch. 


Litchi turned her head to the left, towards the bed. 


"Nyuuhh... Nyaaah... Meow..." 


"Come on, Tao. That's not a bed for napping, so get down. Another patient might come, and I'll 
have to change the sheets right away." 


"Five more minutes, meow~..." Taokaka rolled over, and a hard object she had been holding in 
her paw fell under the bed. At the same time, she kicked the side table with her foot, causing the 
cup and pitcher on the table to almost topple over. 


Litchi quickly reached out, and both the glass cup and the ceramic pitcher were saved from 
falling. But because of that, no one heard the small sound of something falling into the gap 
between the bed and the wall. 


What had fallen? It was the small gun that Tsukaki, in her rush, hadn’t noticed slipping out of her 
holster. The gun that was issued by the NOL. 


Having fled Litchi's clinic, Tsubaki ran desperately through the lower city, surrounded by air 
mixed with seithr and dimness that didn’t seem right for midday. Above her head, countless 
artificial lights and neon signs that had been on all day passed by. 


She would leave Orient Town and go through the park and warehouse district, then climb the 
stairs to the next level. After crossing the main street to the opposite side, she would go through 
the bridge, take the ritual lift, and go even higher. 


If she contacted them while running, she might be able to meet up with a Librarium cart on a 
middle level. If she could catch it, she could get to the branch quickly, but if she couldn't arrange 
it, she would have to take shuttles. 


Tsubaki desperately tried to recall the structure and map of Kagutsuchi that she had memorized 
in the magic ship. 


How long would it take to get from here to the top-level branch? What was the shortest time, 
and what was the longest? She didn't have the shuttle timetable in her head. There would 
probably be plenty of shuttles going to the upper levels, but there probably wouldn't be many in 
the lower levels. 


As she ran, Tsubaki bit her lip. Why? Why did it feel like this? She couldn’t shake the feeling that 
she had to meet Jin quickly, as if something bad would happen if she didn't. 


(Why... it's obvious, isn't it...) 


The bitterness in her mouth was probably due to regret. She had known the reason for her 
premonition for a long time. She should have remembered it long ago. 


Because Jin... the man she had always watched over, had acted strangely just before he 
disappeared. 


The Novus Orbis Librarium branch in Akitsu, the Hierarchical City, was attacked by the "Grim 
Reaper." The news quickly reached the NOL headquarters, and all the recorded information 
related to the "Grim Reaper" was analyzed. 


The approximate appearance of the heinous criminal who had attacked the NOL branches in 
various places was identified the day after the analysis began. Three days after the analysis 
began, the Intelligence Department traced the name "Grim Reaper." 


The information was quickly compiled into a document and delivered to each division. Of 
course, a report was also submitted to the fourth division, and that day, Tsubaki visited the 
division commander's office with several documents, including a report on the "Grim Reaper." 


"Excuse me." Waiting for the voice to respond to her knock, Tsubaki opened the door and 
entered the room. 


The first thing she noticed was the temperature of the room. The corridor separated by a single 
door was not so cold, but Jin's office had always been chilly lately. He wasn't changing the 
special air conditioning, and when Tsubaki asked Jin about it, he said he didn't feel any change 
in temperature at all. 


Tsubaki was the only one who was concerned, and she thought maybe he had been a little 
under the weather for a while. Thinking that way again today, as she had the previous day, 
Tsubaki walked at a steady pace to the desk where Jin was sitting. 


"Good morning, Major Kisaragi. This is the morning report. First, the location of the division 
commander's meeting three days from now has been changed. Then there’s a report and 
request regarding the renovation of the training facility. The contents are a summary of what has 
been submitted so far, so there are no significant changes. Please read through the request and 
sign it. And then this..." While briefly explaining the contents, Tsubaki placed one report after 
another on Jin's desk. 


Jin watched her silently, leaning on his cheek with a light grip. His sharp, cold, yet beautiful 
green eyes seemed to be focused somewhere far away, and it was doubtful whether he was 


looking at the documents that had been handed to him. 


Concerned by Jin's lack of response, even after she had placed several documents, Tsubaki 
asked with a caring softness, instead of her usual businesslike tone. 


"Major? Are you alright? If you're not feeling well..." 


"There's nothing wrong. Continue." The only reply was a cold voice and words, just like his 
gaze. 


"Y-yes, sorry." Tsubaki tightened her lips before moving on to the next document. 


How many times had she had this exchange? Just as she had become concerned about the 
temperature of the room, Jin's attitude had also been causing Tsubaki to worry lately. 


As the room grew colder, so too did Jin's attitude seem to grow colder. He had never been a 
hot-blooded type, and he was rather calm and collected. Many people described him as cold. 
But Jin's recent behavior was different from that coldness. It was as if something was gradually 
eroding at the very core of him, and he was shutting himself up in a cold place. 


In the past, he had been expressionless in formal situations, but he had responded when she 
greeted him in the morning. He would give her a nod of approval when she explained 
documents, and when he was tired, he would sometimes confide in Tsubaki. He would 
occasionally complain about things he didn't like, or smile wryly at Tsubaki's nagging. And very 
rarely, he would even smile at her. 


But now, Jin didn’t show any of that. The human warmth he once had seemed to be fading day 
by day, and every time she noticed it, anxiety built up in Tsubaki's heart. 


But she couldn’t do anything about it, and was left feeling frustrated, having no choice but to 
carry out the work that had been assigned to her. 


“... This is the last one. We've received new information about the ‘Grim Reaper,’ who has been 
destroying the Library’s branches.” Tsukaki took the last stack of documents still in her arms and 
handed them over while speaking. 


Jin didn’t even lift his head. He was only facing the paper she had placed earlier, so he seemed 
to recognize it. However, it didn’t look like he was reading the text. 


“This is completely new information, but the ‘Grim Reaper’s’ appearance and name have been 
confirmed. Regarding his appearance, it seems he’s a man with white hair wearing a red coat. 
The shape of the rumored ‘Azure Grimoire’ is still unknown, but it seems that he possesses a 
large sword.” 


The document had a printout of the video recording used for analysis. Due to the seithr and the 
shock from the explosion in the branch's basement, the data was quite damaged, and although 
they had attempted restoration, the video was quite blurry. Moreover, it only showed the figure 
from behind. 


But the white hair, red coat, and the striking features of those eyes were clearly visible. 
Incidentally, it seemed to be a tall man with a well-built physique. 


"Then the Intelligence Department looked into the name. The 'Grim Reaper's' name is Ragna 
the Bloodedge. We don't know if it's his real name, but according to intelligence, it seems he 
calls himself that..." 

Tsukaki trailed off halfway through. Lifting her gaze from the document, she saw that Jin had 
suddenly stood up from his chair. He placed both hands on the desk, his eyes widening 
significantly from the cold indifference he had shown a moment ago. 


"Uh, Major Kisaragi?" Something seemed off. Thinking that, Tsubaki called out to him hesitantly. 


As if drawn by her voice, Jin slowly, eerily slowly, lifted his head. He looked at her with disbelief, 
as though he couldn't believe what he was hearing. 


"What did you just say?" 


“Eh...? Oh, Ragna the Bloodedge?” Tsukaki answered reflexively, and she immediately regretted 
it. 


Jin's eyes changed color. 


His eyes, which had been as cold and thin as ice, devoid of emotion, suddenly turned as dark 
as ink. 


“Ragna the Bloodedge... Ragna...” Jin repeated the name. As if to confirm the sound and form 
of the name, he repeated it over and over again. 


It was already an uncanny sight. His low, warm, and stifled voice trembled ominously. His pale 
lips trembled, and soon the trembling caused Jin's thin shoulders to vibrate rhythmically. 


“Fuhaha!” The trembling turned into laughter. A chill ran down Tsubaki's spine, and Jin's laughter 
grew steadily louder. "Hahahahahahahaha!" 


Along with the tingling, numb air in the room, Tsubaki froze solid. 
Jin was laughing. He laughed with his mouth wide open, his voice echoing loudly. 


Tsubaki had never seen him like that before. Even though she had been watching him since he 
was a Child, he had never once laughed with such a terrifying demeanor. 


"Major K... Kisaragi?" Tsukaki stammered, unable to continue. 


But Jin didn’t look at her. He was looking at the 'Grim Reaper’ document that Tsubaki was 
holding. 


Jin's sudden, strange laughter, which seemed like it would never end, finally receded into the 
depths of his being like a convulsion. Yet he still appeared delighted, his shoulders shaking in 
quiet, subtle spasms, before finally looking at Tsubaki. 

But it was no longer the Jin that Tsubaki knew. His eyes were somehow vacant, and his smiling 
lips were terribly cruel. His hand, encased in a white glove, swayed gently in the air, reaching 
out to Tsubaki. His cold green eyes looked at her with a cruel color. 

"Give me the documents." 


"Ah... y-yes." 


Hesitantly handing over the stack of papers clipped together, Jin snatched the documents as if 
her gesture was too slow for his liking. 


He stared at the first page, which displayed a still shot from the footage of the Grim Reaper. Jin 
twisted his lips into a cruelly beautiful smile, as if he were lost in a blissful trance. 


“Ah... hahaha, | finally found you... right here... kukukukukuku...” 
Why was he laughing? What kind of emotion was clouding those once clear and noble eyes? 
Why was the handsome face she had admired so much contorted in such ecstasy? Why was 


she so terrified of him? 


Tsubaki stared at Jin, her face pale and lifeless, desperately trying to hold back her trembling. 
She didn’t even know why she was trying to hold back. 


“Jin... Brother.” 

Did he hear her call? Or did he perhaps remember the presence he had forgotten? 

Without looking at her, Jin waved his hand as if shooing away a dog. 

“Lieutenant Yayoi, you’ve worked hard. That’s enough. Get out.” A flat, emotionless voice, unlike 
the cold one he had used before. It was as though even addressing her was a bothersome task. 
Tsubaki’s nose twitched. She took a shaky step back. She pursed her lips and hugged the thick 


notebook, the only thing left in her chest after she had let go of all the documents. 


She was on duty, and the person in front of her was her superior. What he had said was an 
order. 


“Understood. Call me if you need anything. ... Excuse me.” She said, and then forced her feet to 
take steady steps as she left Jin’s office. 


Just before she closed the door, she heard Jin’s voice. 
“Finally... | can finally meet you... brother.” 


As soon as the words reached Tsubaki’s ears, the door closed heavily. She couldn’t think about 
who the ‘brother’ was that the man she called ‘Brother Jin’ was talking about. As soon as she 
stepped out into the hallway, she hurried away from the spot. 


As she reached the outskirts of Orient Town, gray clouds covered the sky. Without time to worry 
about the weather, Tsubaki crossed a small park with grass and passed in front of a lonely, rusty 
streetlight. It was around where she had encountered the Red Devil of Sector Seven yesterday. 


But she had no time to dwell on that. 
(Jin... I’m so sorry...) 


At that moment, when she saw Jin acting so strangely in his office, she shouldn't have left. She 
shouldn't have left him alone. She should have stayed by his side no matter how harshly he 
treated her or how much he insulted her. If he had tried to abandon his position and leave the 
NOL, she should have physically stopped him. 


If she had, Jin wouldn’t have been pursued by the intelligence department or herself, and he 
wouldn’t have been accused of treason. Tsubaki wouldn’t have had to search for him alone in 
distant Kagutsuchi. She wouldn't have been running, gasping for air under the crushing weight 
of uncertainty. 


If this were the usual “Jin Kisaragi” she knew, she wouldn’t be tormented by such overwhelming 
anxiety. But the current Jin was different. Because she was close to him, she should have 
known something was wrong. 


(I turned away from Brother Jin. | was afraid of him. | didn’t want to be scolded or disliked, and 
because of such trivial reasons, | turned my back on him and ignored him...) 


She didn’t want to understand what she had seen. She turned away from Jin’s ecstatic reaction 
to the name Ragna the Bloodedge. She wanted to pretend she hadn't seen it. 


She wanted to believe that everything was as usual, and that this was just a result of a series of 
unexpected events. She wanted to think that there was some serious reason why Jin had left 
the NOL on his own accord. But that wasn’t the case. 


(I’m so sorry... I'll go right away. | may not be able to do anything, and | may be nothing more 
than a stranger to Brother Jin now, but... what should | do if | do nothing and things turn 
irreparably worse?) 


What if Jin was killed by the “Grim Reaper’? What if Jin killed someone from the Librarium? 
What if Jin was killed as a traitor? 


Ah, ah. An endless anxiety choked Tsubaki’s neck. It urged her feet to hurry, but her body 
couldn’t keep up. 


Had she ever hated her slow feet so much? With her chest heaving with each breath, she 
swallowed her dry saliva and dragged her tears to the corners of her eyes, running as hard as 
she could. 


Even though it wasn’t raining, the sky seemed ready to cry. 


As evening gave way to night, darkness enveloped the surroundings. The rain that had fallen 
continuously the day before had stopped in the early hours of the morning, but the dark clouds 
covering the sky remained, blocking the light from above even after half a day had passed. 


At the usual time, the streetlights attached to the poles illuminated the city of Kagutsuchi more 
brilliantly than usual, reflecting on the remnants of the rain that still lingered on the ground. 
Many would call it beautiful. But to Ragna, who had been hiding in a warehouse’s corner and 
healing his exhaustion through sleep, it was just a damp, dreary cityscape that left him 
unmoved. 


As he stretched his stiff body from his hard bed, Ragna walked through the back alleys of the 
city, which was now completely dark. He didn't know what this area, with its port managed by 
the NOL, was called in Kagutsuchi. However, the orderly streets and the sophisticated design of 
the public facilities seemed to silently proclaim that they were under the direct jurisdiction of the 
Control Organization, and each thing he saw made him feel increasingly irritated and disgusted. 


His expression hardened naturally, and his presence faded. When he saw a figure in an NOL 
uniform passing by on a side street connecting the main street and the alley, he turned into a 


darker alley to avoid being seen and let out an exasperated sigh. 


Ragna hated the Novus Orbis Librarium. 


No, it wasn't hatred. It was resentment. For many years now, Ragna had lived with an 
unwavering resentment towards the NOL. 


Although he had been claiming the plausible reason that he was destroying cauldrons all over 
the world because the Boundary connected to the cauldrons was dangerous, the truth was that 
he was driven by his resentment and various other negative emotions towards the NOL. 


While he didn't feel guilty about humiliating the guards who challenged him with blind loyalty, he 
wouldn't lie if he said he didn't feel a slight sense of satisfaction when the branches, which 
flaunted their prosperity, were destroyed in a miserable way. 


However, the absurd thing was that no matter how many times he repeated such acts, Ragna's 
feelings didn't darken... and the things that the detestable organization had taken from him 
weren't returned. 


And that, in turn, became a great source of frustration for Ragna, driving him to wield his sword. 
(Even | think I'm doing something pointless.) 


And if he were asked what else he would do, there was nothing more he could do. It would be 
fun to raid the headquarters, but he planned to do that after he had destroyed all the other 
cauldrons. 


Ahead, he could see the NOL branch, which stood out white against the night's cloudy sky. 
Once he passed this point, his destination would not be far. 


(If | arrive too early, a crowd of onlookers will gather, and that'll just be a hassle... | could have 
slept for another hour.) He muttered to himself and reached up to his neck, cracking it. 


Suddenly, his feet stopped. 


With his neck still cracked, Ragna's gaze, filled with a slight sense of caution, fixed on the end of 
the road. In the very back of the quiet, dark alley, where streetlights were sparsely placed as if 
no one would ever pass through, stood a strange pair, looking at him. One was short, and the 
other was clearly taller than Ragna. A child and a woman. 


But what was strange was that the tall woman's arms were unusually long, and she was in an 
unnatural posture with her arms hanging limply. And the shorter one, a boy wearing a hat like a 
silk hat, had an aura about him that was strangely dangerous for his age. 


"Sorry, but can | pass through there?" Ragna asked, his voice deliberately calm, without any 
sign of tension. A strange, unsettling energy mingled with the air that had been purified by the 
seithr air purifiers. Ragna could feel it on his skin as he spoke. 


In the white light, the boy bowed politely. 


"Nice to meet you. I'm Carl Clover. And this is my older sister." He said, introducing himself 
politely with a friendly smile. He was a boy with a well-groomed appearance that suggested a 
wealthy upbringing. He had soft golden hair and bright blue eyes that seemed intelligent. The 
large round glasses on his fair-skinned face accentuated his youthful appearance. 


However, the figure that Carl introduced as his sister was hardly similar to him. It was hard to 
believe they were related. It was clearly not human. 


A metallic, female-shaped doll. That was the closest description for what Carl called his “sister”. 
"Your sister? You mean..." Ragna frowned. 


"Yes, | know." As if choosing his words carefully, Carl replied without the slightest change in his 
smile. "It's complicated. As you can see, she's not in a human body right now, but my sister is 
definitely inside." 


"Inside." The way Carl said it so casually sounded incredibly creepy to Ragna. And indeed, he 
had a feeling he was going to get a creepy answer, so he decided not to ask for more details. 
Though, to be honest, he wasn't that interested in the first place. 


Ignoring Ragna's reaction, which was marked by disgust, Carl continued in a mature tone. "You 
are... Ragna the Bloodedge, right? The bounty hunter with the highest bounty in history that the 
NOL is looking for, commonly known as 'The Grim Reaper'." 


The words, rattled off so smoothly, were a list of information that was far too dangerous for a 
boy of his age to utter. But knowing that meant his identity was limited. 


"You're not a bounty hunter, are you?" 
Even though the wanted poster was circulating throughout the city, it wasn't natural for a young 
boy to be aware of such details, especially if he was smiling while knowing he was talking to the 


wanted criminal. 


Ragna lowered his waist slightly and naturally assumed a stance ready to draw his sword. 
Understanding the meaning of his gesture, Carl lowered his eyebrows and smiled wryly. 


"Don't misunderstand me. We are indeed bounty hunters, but we didn't approach you just 
because we wanted the reward." 


"Then what do you want? You're not here for small talk. I'm about to get busy, so | don't want to 
get involved in anything extra." Ragna glared at the pursuing boy, raising one eyebrow. 


He was an uncomfortable person to be around. He looked like a polite young master who lived 
in this upper-class neighborhood, but the blue eyes behind his round glasses were unreadable. 
Right behind the boy, the tall, self-supporting doll, with a simple face like a mask, stared fixedly 
at Ragna. The silence of the expressionless face carried a cold sense of intimidation, making 
Ragna even more uncomfortable. 


Carl lowered his eyebrows apologetically, but without hesitation, he stated directly, contrary to 
his hesitant expression. 


"What | want is the grimoire you have." 
"..A grimoire?" A growl of caution sounded in Ragna's throat. 
Carl nodded slightly. "The Azure Grimoire. You have it, don't you?" 


Ragna had heard rumors that it was the most powerful grimoire. Was this boy also looking for 
him because of those rumors? 


Ragna clenched his right hand into a tight fist. Carl didn't seem to realize that his right arm was 
the grimoire itself, and he paid no attention to Ragna’s subtle movements. 


If this had been a normal child's playful banter, and if the strange doll hadn't been silently 
following behind him, he might have reacted differently. But since that wasn't the case, Ragna 
bared his teeth like fangs and said in a threatening voice. 


"What if | do?" 
"Give it to me." The boy said. 
"Huh?" 


"| said, give it to me. | really need that grimoire." Carl said, extending his hand as if he were 
certain Ragna would give it to him. 


"Hey, listen..." Ragna scratched his head in irritation. "Are you stupid? Do you think I'm just 
going to hand over anything to a complete stranger who suddenly asks for it? If you want 
something, at least ask for something more childish." His exasperation was stronger than his 
anger, and he let out a heavy sigh. He couldn't deal with this. He had limited time, and he wasn't 
going to waste it on a child's nonsense. 


"Forget it. Get out of the way." If he was going to force his way through, he might as well take a 
detour to the main street. Ragna tried to pass by Carl. His heavy red coat flapped, and his arm 
reached out to push aside Carl's small shoulder. Just before his gloved fingers touched the 
boy's purple cloak, there was a sound of air tearing apart. 


"What!?" A sense of foreboding surged through him. Ragna quickly jumped backward. His feet 
slipped slightly on the wet ground as he landed. He supported himself with his hands and 
looked up. 


The long arm of the doll that had been standing behind Carl was stuck in the ground where 
Ragna had just been standing. Realizing that it had missed its prey, the doll awkwardly pulled its 
arm out. A huge claw, lined up with the others, gleamed dully. 


"Oh, he dodged it, sister." The boy sighed lightly, as if disappointed. His large blue eyes, seen 
through his round glasses, no longer hid his true nature. There was a naive killing intent in them. 
It was a pure, straightforward intent to kill, without any desire or malice. 


Carl turned his small body towards Ragna and spread his arms as if to brace himself. In 
response, his sister also assumed a stance, clearly indicating her intention to fight. Without 
withdrawing his killing intent, Carl smiled as he had before. 


"Ragna-san. Please, one more time. Give me the Azure Grimoire. Or else... I'll kill you." Carl's 
arm swept through the air. Then, the doll lunged forward like a spring-loaded mechanism. Its 
long arm stretched out straight towards Ragna. 


The lined-up claws were thick enough to crush a person's face with a single blow. And yet, the 
sharp wound on the ground where it had pierced earlier clearly showed that it was sharper than 
a blunt instrument. 


Ragna quickly turned sideways to avoid the attack. The doll's arm pierced the air where Ragna 
had been, its length exceeding the distance it had traveled. As if realizing it had missed, the doll 
turned its head around to face him. 


"What the hell is that thing!" Despite the obviously unnatural and dangerous atmosphere, when 
the doll turned towards him, Ragna instinctively felt a chill run down his spine. A doll that could 
move on its own and attack was incredibly creepy. 


Ragna drew his sword from his waist and swung it upward diagonally at the doll. A dull sound of 
metal clashing echoed through the back alley. The sword strike was blocked by the doll's arm 
and deflected upwards. The other arm moved to take advantage of the opening. 


"Damn it!" The impact of the heavy metal echoed. He forcibly pulled back his deflected sword 
and blocked the doll's claw, which was trying to pierce his torso, with the vertically held blade. 
"It's so heavy..." 


Unlike the strength of human muscles, the doll's arm did not weaken with each breath, and 
instead, it pressed down on the sword as if trying to pierce it completely. 


If he kept this up, he’d eventually lose to her strength and become a stain on the wall. 


"Raaaah!" Ragna roared and, with all his might, let go of the hilt with his right arm. His 
outstretched arm grabbed the doll's neck, which was as thin as any normal woman's. He pulled 
the doll's body forward forcefully. Kicking away its unsteady feet, he used the momentum to 
slam its body onto the ground. 


Ragna's arm, which he had forcefully thrown, also had a weight that seemed inhuman. The doll, 
thrown violently, was embedded in the sturdy floor that supported the city, creating a deep crack. 


"Sister, come back!" Carl called out loudly. As if pulled by an invisible thread, the doll returned 
from Ragna to Carl in its distorted posture. There, the doll regained its balance. 


Ragna, who had been about to swing his sword for a follow-up attack, returned his blade to its 
original position and lowered his stance. Watching this, Carl smiled. In the boy's dangerous 
eyes, still filled with killing intent, there was a glimmer as if he had found something wonderful. 


"That power... Aha, | see. It's your arm." With an insightfulness that was uncharacteristic of a 
child, he looked at Ragna's right arm. "That's the Azure Grimoire!" 


This time, both the doll and Carl rushed towards Ragna. The doll closed the distance first. As it 
came before Ragna, it spun around and swung its arms like a crusher. 


A streetlight caught in the sweep was broken in half and flew off, scattering sparks. He deflected 
the incoming arm with his sword and twisted his body to avoid it. The doll's blow was heavy, but 
its movements were not particularly agile. 


He dodged the gust of wind. A small figure jumped out from under his feet, and Ragna 
reflexively kicked it away. 


"Ouch!" Ragna's movements slowed for a moment at the child's sudden cry. But it wasn't 
enough to give him an opening. He kicked off the ground and retreated behind the broken 
streetlight. 


Carl, who had been knocked against the building by Ragna's kick, was trying to pick himself up 
while holding his hat, which was about to fall off. 


"Tch..." Ragna clicked his tongue in annoyance. This was troublesome. "| don't have time to toy 
with a kid. Go home before you get seriously hurt." He spoke loudly and firmly, and thrust his 
sword into the ground as a warning. The tip of the sword split the ground, creating a long, thin 
crack. 


But the warning had no effect. Carl brushed off the dust that soiled his clothes and looked at 
Ragna with eyes that showed no sign of losing his fighting spirit. 


"If you don't want to kill a child, give me the grimoire. I'll get it even if | die." 


"You're talking nonsense... Damn it!" Ragna exclaimed, roughly scratching his head. He was 
irritated. He wasn’t good at explaining things to others in words. That was for church sisters, not 
someone like him. What he could do was simple. 


Ragna gripped the hilt of the sword he had thrust into the ground. Baring his teeth like fangs, he 
glared at Carl with a fierce intent to strike. 


"If you don't understand when | tell you, I'll make you understand!" No sooner had he said it than 
Ragna pulled the buried tip of the sword and swung it upward. Along with the pressure of the 
sword, a dark, shadowy wave was released. It was a blade of darkness. 


The sinister black, which appeared from Ragna's right arm, swelled in one breath, taking the 
shape of a beast's fang, and tore through the air towards Carl. 


"Shit!" Carl's expression contorted for a moment as the darkness instantly covered his vision. 
Just before the darkness enveloped the small body, the doll suddenly lunged in from the side 
and caught the shadow with its large hands. 


"Sister!!" A voice more painful than before came from Carl's throat as the darkness, making a 
sound like it was sucking out a soul, gushed out from between the sharp claws and spread to 
engulf the doll. The darkness stretched wider, its fangs biting into the doll's hard skin. The black 
jaw seemed ready to shatter the doll's arm and slam both it and Carl into the wall behind them... 
at least it should have. 


"What the..." It was Ragna who widened his eyes in astonishment. 


The doll's hands, which had so carelessly met the released darkness, had crushed it like a ball 
of paint. The remnants of the darkness, like charred embers, were swept away as the doll 
sprinted forward. The doll swung its heavy fist, and Ragna barely managed to avoid it by leaping 
to the left. But perhaps due to the shock of seeing his previous strike so easily crushed, his 
reaction was a moment too slow. The doll’s claw grazed Ragna’s side, leaving a shallow wound. 


"Ugh! Aaaah!" As he drew his sword and landed in a defensive stance, Ragna involuntarily let 
out a muffled scream at the burning pain. He pressed his hand against the bleeding cheek. 
"What the hell is that thing!?" 


The wound was shallow—just a graze, barely enough to make blood ooze out. And yet, for a 
moment, it felt as though his flesh had been torn apart. 


The doll continued to thrust its arms forward. It was strange. The boy, Carl, was human, and this 
doll was nothing more than an artifact. Yet, he felt a killing intent from this doll that even 
surpassed the boy's. 


He deflected the first blow of the claw and dodged the second by retreating. 
(No, it's more like a sense of duty...) 
Or perhaps a compulsion to destroy. To tear, to shatter, to destroy. That was all it seemed to do. 


He saw Carl start to move again at the edge of his vision. Ragna clicked his tongue. He had 
managed to react in time before, but as a bounty hunter, even a child would be able to fight to 
some extent. He could probably defeat him one-on-one, but it was annoying to have to deal with 
the doll as well. 


He had a big job to do. He wanted to avoid any more wear and tear. 


“Dammit, this is a pain!” With a hiss, Ragna lowered his body to avoid the doll's arm, which was 
aimed straight at his head. He kicked off the ground and ran straight towards Carl. 


Noticing Ragna's sudden approach, Carl braced himself and swung his arm. A large, hand-like 
mechanism, seemingly hidden somewhere, popped out and intercepted Ragna's slash. 
Immediately, the doll turned around. Carl took out another device and swung it. Ragna cut down 
the light blow with a forceful strike. There was a high-pitched metallic clang. The sound echoed, 
and Carl's hand followed suit. 


Without a moment's hesitation, Ragna turned and plunged his lowered blade into the boy's side. 
Carl's body folded at the hard boot. Before he could get into a proper stance, Ragna reached 
out and grabbed Carl's neck, just as he had done with the doll, and slammed him against the 
wall instead of throwing him. 


"Gah!" A choked sound escaped the boy's mouth. Immediately, Ragna turned his sword towards 
the rear. He blocked a blow from the doll that had come running to save its master. 


"Don't mess around. | won’t kill you if you don’t do anything unnecessary." Ragna said in a low, 
calm voice, despite his hostile actions. Whether the doll understood the words or if Carl had 
manipulated it, the doll stopped with its arm raised and then let it hang limply in front of its body. 


After confirming this with the corner of his eye, Ragna turned back to the captured Carl. "Listen. 
| don't know who told you what, but my grimoire... it doesn't grant any miracles." 


“Ugh... n-no... that’s a lie...” With his back pressed firmly against the cold wall and his body 
slightly raised from the ground, Carl looked up at Ragna with a pained expression. "The Azure 
Grimoire is connected to ‘Azure’, to the Gate of Sheol... The Azure Grimoire should be able to 
access the other side of the gate and make anything possible!" 


"Ugh..." Just when Ragna almost felt pity for the boy's foolish expectations, Carl jumped up and 
kicked him. At the same time, the doll, which had moved without warning from the scene, thrust 
forward. Ragna, who had instinctively blocked the kick, had to lean forward to avoid having his 
neck cut by the doll's claw. The doll's arm, which had thrust forward, passed over Ragna's head 
and caught Carl, pulling him close. 


Once again, Ragna found himself facing both Carl and the doll. But Carl, who was injured, was 
held in the doll's arms and bit his lip in frustration. 


"...1 can't beat you now if | confront you head-on. I'll take my leave for today." 


Obeying Carl's words, the doll stepped back, its cold, feminine chest cradling the boy's small 
frame. 


"But | won't give up. | will definitely get the Azure Grimoire!" Carl declared, his gaze unwavering, 
not showing any signs of weakness. It wasn't fear of pursuit; he was asserting his unwavering, 
resolute will. “Let’s go, sister.” 


Without nodding, the doll kept its gaze fixed on Ragna, and with a sudden, mechanical 
movement, it departed from the scene. 


Burned Church - Chapter 4 


The night air was caressed by the wind. Unlike the sharp wind that whipped through the 
mountains, this wind was sweet and alluring. It circled around Ragna, wandering through the 
back alleys, and ascended to the roof of a nearby building. 


A scent wafted through the air. An intoxicating fragrance of roses, the kind that shouldn't linger 
in such a desolate, back alley, even in an upper-class district. Following the wind and the scent, 
Ragna looked up and saw a small figure silhouetted against the dark sky. 


The visitor, who had arrived with the wind, was again of a child's stature. But this time it was a 
girl, not a boy. Instead of a tall mechanical doll, she was accompanied by a strange creature 
resembling a red rubber ball with wings, and a large black umbrella that completely covered her 
head. 


Looking down at the dark road from the roof, the girl played with her long golden hair in the night 
breeze, smiling with an unnatural allure for someone so young. 


"Hello, Ragna. Still wandering around in a place like this? You're as dull as ever." She said, her 
voice as alluring and vibrant as her appearance. But that vibrancy was laced with a subtle barb 
that pricked at Ragna. 


"You... Rachel." Ragna growled, his brow furrowing. 


As he spoke, the red rubber ball the girl had been carrying darted across his vision, bouncing in 
the air and squeaking shrilly. 


"Hey, you fool! Rachel-sama has come all the way here. She interrupted her tea just to check on 
a jerk like you! You should be more grateful, you know! Pkyatt!" 


Rachel quickly lowered her folded umbrella onto the top of the red familiar's head, which was 
chattering incessantly at a dizzying speed. The familiar, named Gii, let out a strange, inhuman 
shriek as its head dented into the shape of the umbrella, only to immediately return to normal. 


Looking down at this, Nago, another familiar capable of transforming its body, opened the 
umbrella once again and sighed in exasperation with a unique flexibility. 


“Do you really not understand why I’m doing this? If you’re doing this on purpose, | have to say, | 
respect your courage.” 


"Fweeh, that hurts! My head’s all messed up!" 


"Shut up, you’re not even listening, are you?" The black cat's face appeared on the surface of 
the umbrella, and Nago gave a wry smile. 


Rachel, as if she hadn't heard or done anything, maintained a cool, indifferent expression, 
ignoring the rubber familiar's statement. 


Ragna slumped his shoulders, weary from the exchange between the girl in the black dress and 
her companion, whom he hadn't seen in a while. He felt his energy draining. 


"Damn it, you're always so noisy... So, what brings Rachel-sama here?" He retorted 
sarcastically. 


Rachel, sitting on the rooftop, momentarily furrowed her well-shaped brow in annoyance. She 
was a girl who seemed to belong to the night. She would always appear suddenly, look down on 
him, and make snide remarks. He disliked her constant condescending attitude. He thought it 
was about time he gave her a taste of her own medicine. 


Smoothing out the slight wrinkle between his brows, Rachel replied as if she were dealing with 
something trivial, sounding slightly bored. 


"It's obvious, isn't it? I've come to see your pathetic state at the end of the year. Is there anything 
else you need from me?" While he hadn't expected kind words, Ragna's irritation flared at her 
predictable response. Just when he was starting to calm down after that boy, Carl, had left. 


Suppressing his displeasure, Ragna sheathed his sword at his waist. 


"Well... Yeah, sure. Perfect timing. You've been watching the whole time, haven't you? What 
was that doll that kid was carrying? | gotta say, it gave me a really bad vibe." He figured Rachel 
would know, so he threw out the question that had been nagging at him for a while. 


Despite her appearance, Rachel was a vampire who had lived for over a hundred years. But her 
transcendence went beyond just her lifespan and sense of time. She knew about countless 
things in the world that one couldn't learn from simply living a long life. 


She knew about the Dark War, a war that had almost destroyed the world, the establishment of 
the NOL, and where Sector Seventh had originated. She probably knew about the construction 
of Kagutsuchi, about Ragna's past, and perhaps even the laws of the universe. 


It was as if she had watched every phenomenon in the world alone. Ragna often thought she 
knew everything. And as expected, the vampire princess, with her youthful appearance and 
demonic aura, had an answer. 


"That was a phenomenon weapon." She said. 


"That?" Ragna raised an eyebrow in confusion. He didn’t know much about it, but he had heard 
of it. 


It was a special weapon created during the Dark War, about a century ago, to fight against the 
Black Beast, the demonic entity that nearly destroyed the world. The Six Heroes who defeated 
the Black Beast had fought with it. 


Rachel lightly kicked the roof she was standing on and floated towards Ragna. She held out her 
hand, and he caught her small body, supporting her as she gracefully landed beside him, her 
umbrella still open. 


"Yes. It's Deus Machina: Nirvana. One of the nine created during the Dark War, the only one that 
can act independently." Her large crimson eyes, almost overflowing, looked up at Ragna, 
engulfing him in their color. 


"Seriously? That kid?" Ragna found it hard to believe. It was absurd to think that a child was 
walking around town with a weapon of war. But that wasn't all. "Didn't they say phenomenon 
weapons could take over the minds of their users? Could that kid have been..." 


"Just because you have a phenomenon weapon, it doesn't mean your mind will be automatically 
taken over. Phenomenon weapons have something like a soul, a will. Being taken over happens 
when the user's will is defeated and consumed by the weapon's will," Rachel explained in a tone 
as if she were giving a lecture, and she spun her black umbrella around. Nago, the large black 
cat face on the umbrella, spun around as well. "But Ragna, it doesn't matter whether or not the 
kid's mind has been affected, does it?" 


"Huh?" Ragna looked down at Rachel, raising an eyebrow at her cryptic statement. Even though 
he was looking down at her, he felt like he was the one being looked down upon. 


Rachel ran her white fingers along the handle of her umbrella, slowly blinking her long 
eyelashes, creating shadows. 


"Another phenomenon weapon user is waiting for you." 
"Another one?" 


Rachel chuckled, but it didn't sound like she was enjoying herself. Her soft lips moved slowly as 
she spoke. 


"Mucro Algesco: Yukianesa." 


The words, sung like a melody, sent a cold shiver down Ragna's spine. Phenomenon weapons, 
world history, ancient wars... he had no special knowledge or interest in such things. But that 
name was different. 


A single blade in a blue sheath. A magical sword that could manipulate ice. 
He knew that sword. He knew its owner. Well, if the owner hadn't changed recently. 


"Jin... is he here?" His voice was low, almost a crawl. It had been a long time since he had 
spoken that name. 


They had spent a lot of time together when they were young. But several years ago, they had 
parted ways under the worst of circumstances, and Ragna hadn't seen him since. 


Jin was his younger brother. 


"He's never been gone. Every time you come here, he's been waiting for you." Rachel said, as if 
reminiscing about a distant past. She played with the ends of her long, braided golden hair. As 
she wound it into a spiral, the black ribbon that stood upright in her hair swayed slightly. 


It looked like an ear. With her white skin and bright red eyes, Ragna often called her by a pet 
name for a small animal. 


"Huh? What the hell are you talking about, rabbit? This is my first time here. That idiot would 
never wait for me, would he?" It made no sense that someone would wait for him if he had 
never been there before. But Rachel looked at him with a bored expression. 


"Oh, he did. Many, many times. But you just don't remember." 


"| don't understand. If you're going to tell me something, then say it clearly. Don't beat around 
the bush. It's annoying." It was always the same. She would suddenly appear, leave a cryptic 
message, and then disappear just as quickly. Ragna voiced his frustration. He hated being left 
hanging like this. 


"Oh, don't misunderstand me. Why should | explain anything to a mongrel like you? Even if | did 
explain, you wouldn't understand. It's a waste of time, don't you think? You're really stupid, you 
know. It's amazing." When she looked at him as if he were something beneath contempt and 
rattled off insults so effortlessly, Ragna felt his temples throb with anger. 


".../’m gonna make you cry." He growled. He was surprised at his own restraint for not swinging 
his clenched fist. 


"Oh, you're so brave,” she teased. "Why don't you try it?" 


"Yeah, yeah, whatever," Nag and Gii, the two familiars, taunted him. 
Ragna punched them both, shouting, "Shut up!" 

"Ouch..." 

"Pkyuu..." 

The two familiars spun around and fell silent. 


Watching them as if they were playful puppies, Rachel suddenly changed her tone, her voice 
soft. 


"_..Ragna." Her voice was faint. She closed the bag containing Nag, who was floating around 
like scattered stars, and stood in front of him, mimicking his pose. Feeling somewhat 
uncomfortable in the sudden formal atmosphere, Ragna turned to face Rachel. 


"What is it? Is there something else?" 
"Why are you aiming for the cauldron?" 


"Why? ...Well, you and the master said it yourself. It's dangerous, isn't it?" Ragna scratched his 
head roughly, not understanding the question. It was Rachel and his swordmaster, a beastkin 
named Jubei, who had taught him about the cauldron and the Boundary. 


No matter what words they used to explain it, Ragna still couldn't fully grasp what the Boundary 
was. A place where all life, time, space, logic, and existence was lost, yet where all concepts 
were mixed. A world connected to all time and space, containing all memories and filled with all 
information. A soup of seithr where everything melted. 


Rachel had said years ago that it was a world that humans couldn't control, a realm that was far 
beyond human comprehension. So there was no way he could understand it. Tired of the 
complicated lessons, Ragna had given up trying to understand it. All he knew was that there 
was this incredible place called the Boundary. That seithr flowed from it. That the cauldron was 
an entrance to the Boundary. And that the members of the NOL were trying to create something 
terrible using that cauldron. 


"I'm going to destroy the cauldron that humans need to interact with the Boundary and ruin 
whatever they're trying to create. That's why I'm traveling the world looking for cauldrons. ...And 
| just don't like the people in the NOL. That's all." 


It wasn't for world peace or anything like that. Ragna's motivations were always selfish. You 
could even call it self-hatred. 


"That's all? Don't you feel anything else?" Rachel asked again, her crimson eyes fixed on 
Ragna's, as if trying to see into his soul. But Ragna had no idea why Rachel was asking such a 
thing. 


“No, | don’t! What’s your problem? If you have something to say, then say it clearly, damn it!” His 
impatience made Ragna raise his voice. In contrast, Rachel's gaze turned dark and cold. She 
shook her head weakly, and her golden hair danced like a ribbon in the darkness of the back 
alley. 


“No, it’s fine. I’ve known this all along. If what you just said is all you feel, then everything is 
pointless.” 


"Cut it out, rabbit. If you're going to keep muttering to yourself like that, I'm leaving. | can't keep 
up with this forever." Ragna spat out in disgust. Standing in the street corner and having 
endless, meaningless conversations was not his idea of a good time. 


Frustrated, he roughly wiped his sweaty cheek. Blood stained his black glove. It was a scratch 
from Nirvana's claw. It was only a shallow cut, but the blood wouldn't stop. Was there something 
special about those claws? It was creepy. 


"Yes, you should go." While prodding Gii, who was pretending to be unconscious on the ground, 
Rachel spoke. "I can't stand this world anymore either. But... if there's one hope | can find... 
Ragna." 


Called by her low voice, Ragna looked at Rachel. He felt a bitter taste in his mouth. He could 
imagine that his current self was far from what Rachel was looking for. 


Rachel's eyes looked at Ragna's right arm. "Be careful. Don't think of that right arm as your own 
power. Or else, a fool like you will be eaten up by that grimoire in no time." She spoke to him as 
if she were lecturing a child, and then she tossed Gii into the air and opened Nago's umbrella. 
The vampire, who appeared under the dark night sky after hiding behind the umbrella, had the 
same teasing smile as always. 


"Let's go, Nago, Gii." 

"Alright, Princess. See you later, Ragna-chan." 

"Bye-bye." 

"Goodbye, Ragna. ...Until we meet again." She stroked her golden hair that fell over her 
shoulder, and like a phantom, she disappeared from Kagutsuchi, carrying the scent of roses and 
the wind. When the floral scent faded, a cold, lifeless silence returned. It was the air that Ragna 


loved. It was no good having someone around. He felt like his right arm, the Azure Grimoire, 
was like a hungry rat, seeking someone's soul. 


He could faintly see a round object floating in the clouds. Apparently, it was supposed to be a 
full moon tonight. Whenever he saw the full moon, he would remember. His childhood, the 
peaceful times, the happy times, the times when he still had a family... he remembered his 
younger brother, who had been afraid of the full moon, saying that it would fall from the sky. 


"...1 guess that killed some time." Muttering to no one in particular, Ragna began walking down 
the back alley, where the faint purple hue of rain still lingered. His destination was the NOL 
branch. He was almost there. 


The small fireplace in the cozy living room was her favorite spot. Gathering around it, each with 
a warm cup in hand, they would bask in the flickering glow of the fire and enjoy cookies. It was a 
time she cherished. 


She loved tea. Her eldest child would happily drink anything, and her middle child preferred 
lemonade. The youngest loved milk tea and cocoa, but being so clumsy, she often burned her 
tongue on the hot drink. 

Perhaps that was the most blissful time for her. 

But it was a lost time. 

The church, beloved by the aging sister, was burning, painting the fading blue sky orange. 
March 1st, 2192—Sunset 

"Jin! Saya!" 

When the sudden explosion startled the sister, who was harvesting vegetables in the garden to 
prepare dinner, and she rushed back through the back door, the church was already engulfed in 
flames. 

The exploding walls spat out sparks, and the hot wind shattered the windows. The swirling heat 
seemed to sear her senses, blurring her vision, dulling her hearing, and killing her sense of 
smell. The narrow corridor leading from the back door was covered in multiple layers of orange 
curtains, mercilessly burning the old woman as she called out the names of the children in her 


care. 


Still... 


"Jin! Answer me! Saya!" With a strength that belied her age, the sister shouted as loud as she 
could, as if to overpower the heat. She ran through the corridor, diving into the veil of flames. 
She pushed open every door she saw, brushing aside the billowing smoke. 


As she opened the door, air rushed in, and the heat swirled. The flames licked at the sister's 
face as she peered into the room, searching for the small figures. 


"AHH!" Whether it was the flames or the initial explosion, just as she was about to leave the 
room, the ceiling of the corridor came crashing down with a terrible thud. 


As soon as it hit the floor, a huge amount of sparks flew up and engulfed the sister's petite body. 
A scream escaped her lips, only to be swallowed by the heat. Her parched throat burned. Her 
vision was blurry, and she could barely see. She could smell her hair burning. 


(Please...) She tried to say it out loud, but it came out as a hacking cough that felt like it was 
tearing her lungs apart. 


Ignoring the burning sensation on her skin and fear of the flames, she stepped over the fallen 
ceiling tiles that blocked her path. She had seen and experienced far worse. Running through a 
church that was about to be engulfed in flames due to a spell was nothing compared to that. 
What scared her was doing nothing and being unable to do anything. 


(Please, be safe...) 


Dragging her heavy feet, she reached the door to the living room and forced it open. It was the 
largest room in the church after the chapel. But since the church hadn't been originally built to 
house children, it was a bit small to be called spacious. 


Nevertheless, it was the sister's favorite room. She couldn't count how many times they had 
talked in front of the fireplace at the back of the room. Every night before bed, they would all sit 
on the sofa in front of the fireplace and have a leisurely cup of tea. For the past few years since 
she had taken in the three children, it had been a makeshift family of four, but it was a room 
filled with precious memories. 


When she rushed into the room, it was already almost completely burned, engulfed in flames 
that obscured the walls. It seemed that the explosion had occurred in this room. Part of the wall 
and ceiling had been blown away as if by something, all the windows were shattered, and 
flames were spilling out as if seeking fresh air. The fireplace at the back was completely 
destroyed. And there, in front of the ruined fireplace, was the figure she was searching for. 


"Jin!" The flames cast an orange glow on his short blond hair. He had grown considerably since 
she had last seen him. His beautiful green eyes reflected the color of the flames as he stood 
blankly, staring into the distance in the fire-engulfed room. 


"What are you doing? Get out of here!" Running over, the sister took Jin's hand. She tried to turn 
around and take him outside immediately, but Jin planted his feet firmly on the ground and 
refused to move. It was as if his feet were glued to the floor. 


Surprised by his resistance, the sister lost her balance. But she didn't fall. She knelt down and 
looked into Jin's face. 


"Jin, snap out of it. Look at me," she said sternly. 


Strangely, Jin was completely unharmed by the flames, his face as cool as if the surrounding fire 
were an illusion. There wasn't a drop of sweat on his forehead. His green eyes were unfocused, 
staring vacantly into space. The sister ran her fingers through his golden hair, forcing him to look 
at her. A green glow flickered beneath his downcast arm. 


"_..Sister." With a voice barely a whisper, Jin spoke. The sister smiled at him, her face smudged 
with soot. A wave of relief washed over her. 


"That's right. Good, let's get out of here. Or we'll both be burnt to a crisp. And where's Saya? 
Weren't you together?" Before coming to the church, they had both been reading in their room. 
But when she had checked the children's room earlier, it had been empty. Perhaps they had 
gone to the river to fetch water after Ragna. She usually would scold them for that, but now, she 
couldn't help but hope that was the case. 


"Sister..." 

"What is it?" 

"Sister." Although his eyes were fixed on her, Jin's gaze was vacant. At first, she thought he was 
just confused about what was happening. But the more she looked at him, the stranger it 
seemed. 

It was as if half his soul had been taken away. Jin, who kept repeating "Sister" in a voice devoid 
of emotion and temperature, seemed like a phantom, and in a panic, the sister reached out to 
pull her beloved foster son into a hug. 

She tried to. 

"Sister... Sister, Sister, Sister." As the sister reached out to embrace Jin, who was muttering the 
word over and over like a mantra, another voice overlapped his. "Siisteeerrrr!" A mocking voice, 


as if to further fan the roaring flames. 


At the same moment, the sister's movement stopped. 


The sound of something piercing her was lost in the roar of the flames. But the deep, heavy 
sensation of something tearing through her abdomen and out her back was undeniably real, 
even against the heat and noise. 


"Oh..." The sister exhaled. Something had pierced her, and with a muffled cough, blood stained 
her lips and teeth. 


A prayer formed in her heart. The sister shifted her gaze to the shadow standing between her 
and the blazing wall. Since when had he been there? She hadn't noticed at all. 


Ignoring the light source, a tall, indistinct human-shaped shadow loomed over her. Cloaked in a 
green mist, with only round eyes and a slit-like red mouth visible, it was looking at her through 
Jin. She had never seen this figure before, but she already knew who he was. His voice was 
enough. She couldn't forget it. It was the voice of someone she could never forget. 


"Could it really be... you, Terumi?" Her voice, strained and hoarse from burns and blood, called 
out his name. The shadow shrouded in green mist laughed. 


"Well, well, well, the old hag. Ah, Sister, was it? It's been ages, hasn't it? Decades, | think. 
Though | never wanted to see your face again, you know.” He spoke fluently without moving his 
lips. With a casual wave of his indistinct arm, he made a gesture as if pulling something back. 


"Ugh!" Following his motion, the thing that had pierced the sister's abdomen and exited through 
her back was forcefully pulled back and out. It was a long, chain-like weapon with a dagger-like 
ornament at the end, which was pulled back toward Terumi, passing by Jin who still stood there 
blankly. 


Seeing this, the sister's face twisted in sorrow. 

"A phenomenon weapon... the Geminus Anguium: Ouroboros... you still have it." 

"As if | would easily give up such a useful toy." 

About ninety years ago, humanity was in the midst of the Dark War against the Black Beast. The 
weapon Terumi possessed was developed at that time to counter the Black Beast and was lent 
to him personally. 

History records that six heroes used phenomenon weapons to defeat the Black Beast. Terumi, 
who possessed the Ouroboros, was one of those six heroes. The power of each of these 
weapons was immense. After all, they were capable of defeating the Black Beast, which could 


not be harmed by any ordinary weapon. 


"It's not surprising, coming from one of the Six Heroes, the unparalleled genius magician, Nine. 
You made something like this, huh?" Terumi laughed heartily, seeming to find it all very amusing. 


And no wonder. Nine, one of the Six Heroes who had defeated the Black Beast. She was the 
one who had created the phenomenon weapons that had turned the tide of the war. She was 
the sister of the sister standing before him. So that meant... 


"I'd love to show Nine this. To see her most cherished little sister killed by the weapon she 
created! Hahahaha!" 


"AAAAAHHH!" The shadow's hand released the chain again, and the dagger at its end pierced 
the sister's thigh, tearing through her flesh. 


The pain of her flesh and bone being torn apart made her momentarily lose consciousness. 
Leaning on her hand as she fell to the floor, she took a ragged breath, trying to steady her 
wavering consciousness, and lifted her head. 


"Jin... run away. Take Saya and run! Go to Ragna!" She cried out, her voice hoarse. She 
shouldn't be here. She shouldn't be with this man. But Jin didn't move. Beyond the frozen figure 
of Jin, the shadow laughed merrily again. 


"Oh, oh, oh, even in old age, you're still so naive. Think about it for a moment. There used to be 
a barrier around this area, didn't there? Annoying, bothersome, and inconvenient. But it's gone 
now. You understand that, don't you? So the question is, who and how did they break your 
barrier?" 


"Who... how...? That's right... even with the Ouroboros, it wouldn't have been possible for you to 
break a barrier like that... so how?" The sister asked, her voice trembling as she pressed her 
hand against her abdomen, which was heavy with blood. Terumi laughed loudly, unable to 
contain himself. 


"Kyahahahaha! That's right, that's exactly it. Unfortunately, that was too much even for me. I'm 
not strong enough now. | don't have a body, after all. A borrowed body that's only good for a 
quick fix just won't cut it. Besides, I've always been weak to your aura." 


His feigned disappointment was filled with a cheap sense of mockery. Then, suddenly looking 
disgruntled, Terumi continued with annoyance. 


"Ah! ...Now that | think about it, it makes me angry. Because of you, I've had to go through so 
much trouble. Yeah, it's all your fault that | had to prepare all this stuff this time. Damn it, it's 
annoying." As if to threaten her, Terumi tossed the Ouroboros dagger, dripping with the sister's 
blood, into the air and caught it again. A few drops of red fell from the sharp tip. Then, as if 
regaining his composure, he formed a crescent-shaped smile with his red lips. 


"Oh, right, we were talking about the barrier. Let's settle this. It's simple. The answer is that we 
had a collaborator on the inside who used another phenomenon weapon to break it from within." 


"Another one...?" 


"What? Can't you figure it out, old woman? That kid's been holding it this whole time." The 
shadow gestured with its chin. It was pointing at Jin. 


The sister strained her smoke-clouded eyes to see. In the hand opposite the one she had been 
trying to pull away from, the hand that didn't seem to feel the heat of the fire at all, was a 
beautiful blue sword sheathed in a scabbard. How could she have missed it? 


"Yukianesa...?" The sister's eyes widened in disbelief. Yukianesa, one of the phenomenon 
weapons. The fact that he was holding it meant that Jin had destroyed the barrier from the 
inside. But that didn't matter. It didn't matter how he had destroyed the barrier or why the sword 
was there. All she wanted was... with a pleading look, she reached out. 


"Give it to me... Jin..." A phenomenon weapon was more than just a weapon. It had a soul 
embedded within it, and the weapon had a will of its own. That will could always interfere with 
the mind of its owner, and if a weak-minded person possessed it, their thoughts could be 
corrupted and their spirit broken. If such a thing were given to an immature boy, who knew what 
kind of negative influence it would have on his developing mind. 


But the sister's hand, burned and bloody, couldn't reach Jin. Jin, who until now had not moved a 
muscle, pulled away from her outstretched hand. 


"Jin..." Her voice trailed off as she begged him to give it to her. The beautiful green eyes that 
had once looked at her with such warmth now held a cold, piercing light. 


If she couldn't reach Jin, then at least... The sister pushed herself up, leaning on her weakened 
arm. Her cloudy eyes fixed on Terumi. 


"| won't let you... hurt my children. | will... | will protect them..." With a determination that seemed 
to defy her aging body, the sister stood up. She had always been protected by someone. No 
matter how dangerous the situation, someone was always there to embrace her and protect her. 
But those people were gone now. Some she could never see again. Others were busy 
protecting something much greater. 


"| can do it too..." She had always been the one being protected. She had always been 
protected by him until the very end. Now it was her turn to protect what he wanted to protect. 
She took a step forward, her feet dragging. With each step, her body felt lighter. The pain faded. 
Her pace quickened. 


"Hey! Hey, don't come any closer! | told you not to come any closer, you crazy old hag!" Terumi 
retreated in alarm when the sister suddenly closed the distance between them. 


Terumi considered the sister his natural enemy. The sister's power, her presence, weakened 
and negated Terumi's. Just being in the same room made him feel ill. If he got too close, he 
would feel nauseous. If she touched him, he would scream in disgust. 


The sister knew about this strange power dynamic between them. She reached out to grab the 
shadow, its face contorted in fear. But before she could, a small figure stood in her way. 


"Jin..." Jin, who had retreated, stepped between Terumi and the sister, his arms wrapped tightly 
around her. His green eyes looked up at her from beneath long golden lashes, blank and 
emotionless. She loved that color of eyes. They were beautiful, gentle, and the same color as 
those of a strong and kind person. 

"Let go," she said. The sister grabbed Jin's shoulder and tried to pull him away. She used all her 
strength, but her fingers seemed numb, and she couldn't feel if she was touching him. Jin didn't 


move. Tears welled up in the sister's eyes but were immediately evaporated by the heat. 


Why did she have to pull him away? Instead of roughly pushing him aside, she wanted to 
embrace him, telling him how much she loved him. 


"Ha... Hahahaha, nice support, kid! But... hey, you old hag, don't underestimate me! You bitch!" 
Terumi's voice, filled with rage, swirled around the room. Yet, as if he didn't want to get too close 
or touch her, Terumi swung his shadow-like arm and threw it at the sister. 

"Jin, let go..." 

The chain, carrying the dagger, pierced the sister's chest. 


Knowing this was probably the end, the sister ran her fingers through Jin's hair. 


"Jin, be good to your brother..." Before she could finish her sentence, blood filled her mouth, 
drowning out her words and breath. 


The dagger was pulled out, and with that momentum, her body swayed backward. As if losing 
all strength, Jin released her. The sister's thin, aged body was thrown backward onto the 


burning floor. 


oteeandeas " She tried to call out Jin's name, but no sound came out. Only the sound of air 
escaping hissed, easily drowned out by the crackling of the burning building. 


Where was Jin? All she could see was the ceiling. 


Where was Saya? Where was Ragna...? 


"Hahaha! Oh, my, you're quite a bloody mess, aren't you? Tell me, how do you feel right now? 
How do you feel? The church is burning up too, isn't it? At this rate, you won't need a funeral 
pyre. Kukuku, what a caring old woman you are, aren't you, sister? Hyah-hah-hah-hah!" 
Terumi's laughter faded away like it was being sucked into a void. The sound of the flames, the 
heat of the room, and even Jin's breath—everything seemed to grow distant. Amongst it all, the 
sister struggled to move her fingers on the floor. 


(Sister...) 
If only she were as strong as her heroic sister... could she have protected these children? Could 
she have driven Terumi away, called rain from the sky, and extinguished the fire in an instant? 


Could she have hugged Jin and Saya together with Ragna when he returned? 


(Oh, Ragna...) There were so many things she still needed to do. There were things she hadn't 
given to him, things she hadn't taught him. 


(Big sister... please, lend me your strength... | need to tell him...) There was something she had 
to tell him. That it wasn’t his fault. That it was her fault for not being able to protect them. That 


he shouldn't blame himself... 


But she couldn't move her fingertips anymore. As her vision faded, she heard the sound of the 
ceiling collapsing. 


(Oh, God... please...) 
Please let them be happy wherever they go. 


The building collapsed, swallowing the sister's small prayer. 


Drizzle 


Though weak, the night rain chilled the body. Feeling the damp, slightly cooler air, Ragna looked 
up at the sky. 


The Kagutsuchi Branch of the Novus Orbis Librarium. 
The three-pronged building stretched up towards the heavens, even higher than the mountain 


peak on which it stood. With its white exterior, it resembled a magnificent temple, its tip piercing 
through the clouds. Illuminated from below, it seemed to float in the dark night. 


It was a beautiful building. But not everything inside was beautiful. Especially... wnatever was 
deep underground. At the end of the city, there's an entrance at the end of a long bridge-like 
passage. Taking a deep breath, he started walking down the passage. 


His hard shoes clicked on the floor. Before long, he felt something odd. It was unusually quiet. 
And... 


"There's no barrier magic?” Halfway down the passage, Ragna frowned suspiciously. Every city 
and facility he'd ever been to had powerful barrier magic at the front entrance, designed to turn 
anyone who tried to enter without permission into charcoal at a touch. But there was no sign of 
magic at the sealed entrance, and there was no gatekeeper either, who should have been 
standing guard. 


"What's going on?" 


Suspecting a trap, he found himself in front of the door. He reached out his hand. Normally, he 
would have felt a repulsive sensation, and his hand would have felt like it had been struck by an 
electric shock. 


But again, there was nothing. 


He touched it with his left hand. The door was completely harmless, as if it were just a huge, 
ordinary door, silently keeping its mouth shut. 


"_..Well, whatever." Deciding there was no point in thinking about it, Ragna slashed at the door 
with the sword at his waist, which he would normally open with magic. 


His blade was shrouded in a pitch-black darkness, and he cut through the thick, sturdy door as if 
it were butter. After creating an entrance large enough for one person, Ragna stepped inside 
with the ease of someone returning home. 


The entrance, as seen from the outside, was a grand and solemn structure. The ceiling, which 
was so high that it made one look up, was arched and lined with evenly spaced white columns. 
As he went deeper, he eventually emerged into a bright, open space. It was a cathedral, an area 
with a high ceiling. 


In the open space surrounded by circular floors, there stood a colossal, pure white statue of a 
woman. The beautiful figure of the woman was both divine and inorganic, and her eyeless gaze 
was directed at the holy book she held and the lower floors. Countless magic circles floated in 
the high, open ceiling, which seemed to imitate the sky. They illuminated the goddess and the 
countless floors with a divine light like sunlight. 


This light would never go out. It was as if there was no such thing as night. It was cold to be in 
darkness all the time, but it was also creepy to be in the morning all the time. 


As he walked in front of the goddess, who was bathed in a warm, soft light that seemed to 
disturb his sense of time, Ragna cast a sharp gaze around him. There was no one in the 
branch. 


If someone had attacked, there would be signs of a battle, and bodies would be lying around. 
But there were none. As if no one had ever been there from the beginning, or as if all living 
things had been sucked into something and lost their existence, the branch was empty. With 
every step, his footsteps echoed. 


The statue of the goddess said nothing. 

A painful silence stretched on and on... 

(No...) 

As he continued walking at the same pace, Ragna sensed a presence in the deserted branch. 
At the top of the stairs, in the shadows of the columns, at the end of the circular floor. Someone 
was... no, it was him. 

When he realized this, a fire ignited deep within Ragna's stomach. The strange absence of 
anyone in the branch no longer mattered. In that moment any thoughts of the Cauldron and the 
Boundary vanished from his mind. He could tell without seeing. He could tell without hearing. If 
there was an invisible connection, it must have been there. 


What would he call it? If Ragna were to name that bond now, he would choose "hatred." 


His mind was racing. The anger he had built up over years was about to explode within him. 
The last image he had seen of him flashed before his eyes. 


His brother, Jin’s face, grinning eerily. 


His memory of parting with him was intertwined with the crimson of the raging flames. 


When he rushed back in a panic at the sound of the explosion, the church was already engulfed 
in flames. The front entrance, the windows of the corridor, and the back door leading to the 
fields were all filled with flames, as if to make it impossible to enter from anywhere. 


The heat was so intense that it felt like his skin was being burned just by getting close, and 
sparks mixed with the air he cautiously inhaled. He couldn't see inside. All he could see were 
the flames dancing wildly. 


Ragna stopped in front of the front entrance, breathing roughly over his shoulder, and stood 
there dumbfounded for a few seconds, overwhelmed by the despair. He didn't know what had 
happened. His numb mind couldn't think. There was only the heat that threatened to burn at a 
touch, the sparks swirling like a brain, and the terrible smell of something burning. 


"What... the hell is this... Saya, Jin! Grandma!" He shouted towards the depths of the flames. A 
burst of fire hit him on the way, and he coughed violently at the searing heat. 


Despite the intense heat, Ragna couldn't stop shivering. Driven by desperation, he stumbled 
forward. He searched for any opening, any sign of life. 


"Saya! Jin! Damn it, anyone, answer me! I'm going to burn up!" His voice cracked with panic. 
The embers he'd unknowingly inhaled scorched his throat. His exposed arm and face felt on 
fire, a stark reminder of the hellish reality he was trapped in. 


"Grandma! Jin... ah..." Avoiding the church, Ragna quickly looked around, and for a moment, his 
throat tightened. 


He found it. Next to the church, there was a thick, tall tree. At its base, where he and Jin used to 
climb as children, lay a small body, limp and lifeless. It was Saya wearing a white dress and long 
golden hair. 


"Saya! Are you alright!?" Shouting her name, Ragna hurried over and lifted her soft body. There 
was no sign of consciousness in his sister, who limply leaned into him. But he could see that her 
chest was rising and falling with weak but steady breaths. Her lips moved faintly, letting out a 
tiny groan that was too soft to hear. 


"Thank God... she's alive." Relief and anxiety flooded him at once. "Damn it! Where are Jin and 
Grandma!? What the hell happened!? What's wrong with my body!?" 


Just as he was thinking this, a voice suddenly came from behind him. 
"Brother..." The sweet, almost teasing voice made Ragna quickly turn around in a panic. 


"Jin!" He saw him—without a doubt, it was his younger brother Jin, who appeared to be 
conscious and able to walk on his own. "Are you okay? What happened?" 


Ragna rushed over and reached out to his brother, who was much shorter than him. From what 
he could see, there didn’t seem to be any obvious injuries, but Jin was oddly looking down, as 


though trying to hide his face, which worried Ragna. 


"What’s wrong? Does something hurt?" 


"Brother..." 


As Ragna tried to ask, Jin smiled. It was probably a smile of relief since they had reunited. But 
for some reason, Ragna felt something off about the smile, something twisted in its shape, and 
he furrowed his brow in concern. 


"Hey, Jin?" Before he could finish his question, a sharp pain shot through his shoulder, and he 
heard a sickening sound as something heavy and wet was severed. 


"...Huh?" His shoulder jerked involuntarily, and then something seemed to fly off. It felt both light 
and heavy. The sensation, as it came at him, was a pain he had never experienced before. 


"Guahhh!" 


What just happened? His knees gave way, and he collapsed to the ground. The pain was so 
intense that his vision blurred. He grabbed his throbbing shoulder, and there was a squishy, wet 
sensation. Instinctively, he felt nauseous. The sensation was disgusting. 


What should have been there was missing. His arm, which had been hanging naturally from his 
shoulder just moments ago, was gone. 


From a distance, something fell onto the grass. It was long and curved, familiar, yet something 
he had never seen at this distance... it was Ragna’s right arm. 


"Aah—" As his brain processed the reality, the pain swelled, magnifying, sending sharp tremors 
through every nerve in his body. "Uwaaaahhhhhhhhhhh!" 


The scream that erupted from his throat didn’t even sound like his own voice. He couldn't tell 
where reason ended and where reality began—everything was a tangled mess now. Amidst the 
chaos in his mind, a cold voice stabbed through his fractured thoughts, like a knife. 


“Hahaha! Damn, Ragna, that must hurt like hell. Does it hurt? Huh, does it? | bet it does, 
hahahahaha!” 


Ragna forced his heavy eyelids open, shivering violently from the cold and heat. Jin was looking 
down at him, his face twisted in a cruel grin as he clutched his shoulder in agony. And behind 
him... a shadow, a figure shaped like a person, was smiling with a crescent-shaped mouth. 


It was a horrible voice, a horrible laugh, a horrible presence. 


Jin... run,” Ragna managed to say, his tongue thick and heavy. This shadow was evil. He had a 
terrible feeling about it. “Take Saya and run!” 


His intuition told him that the sister had probably been killed. The explosion and the fire in the 
church were undoubtedly the work of this shadow. 
“Jin!” 


“Brother...” Jin replied dreamily, as if his mind were far away. “You’re wrong... Brother...” 


“What the hell are you talking about? Just go, damn it...” Slipping past Jin, the shadow slid into 
Ragna’s vision. Its large, green, vacant eyes stared at Ragna's face, which was now inches 
from the ground. 


“Damn you...” 


“Oh dear, you’re on your last legs. Are you going to die? Huh? Are you going to die? Kukuku. 
Well, just crawl around on the ground and die. I’m done with everything, and | have no more use 
for you.” The shadow mocked the helpless Ragna and stood up lightly. Then, it swayed over to 
Saya’s side. 


When the shadow returned to Ragna’s sight, it was carrying Saya’s small, limp body on its 
shoulder. 


“Saya...” 


“Well, I’m going now. I’m taking the kids with me. See ya.” The shadow walked away lightly, as if 
leaving a friend’s house, and Jin followed a few steps behind. He was holding an unsheathed 
sword. He stopped in front of Ragna and pulled the sword from its sheath. The icy-cold blade 
gleamed in the light of the flames that engulfed the church. He raised the blade, pointing it 
downward. 


“Goodbye, brother,” he said with a cold, almost happy smile, and then he swung the sword 
down towards Ragna’s back. 


His right arm was burning. 
Kagutsuchi Branch of the Novus Orbis Librarium. 


Ragna walked across the mirror-polished floor, unconsciously gripping his right shoulder tightly. 
There, where his arm should have been, was a replacement arm, created from the Azure 
Grimoire that had been buried beneath the burned-out church. Rachel had urged him to do it. 
That was the beginning of his relationship with the arrogant vampire. 


He would never forget that day. The pain, the suffering, the anger he had felt then—all of it was 
still burned into his soul. The heat of the flames, the shock of losing his arm, the taste of the 


different soil, the coldness of the ice blade thrust into his back. None of it had faded. It had all 
accumulated within him, festering and growing darker. 

Ragna reached for the sword at his waist. He inhaled sharply. Was it his own breath, or the 
sound of the one waiting ahead? As he drew his sword, he dashed forward. 


"Jin!" he roared, his voice shaking the air. 


A moment later, he heard a landing sound from the top of the stairs. A slender figure emerged, a 
katana glinting coldly in the light that illuminated the statue of the goddess. A sound of air being 
cleaved descended. With a sharp hyu, the descending blade was met by Ragna's broadsword. 


Sparks flew as metal clashed. The high, clear sound of the collision echoed through the vast, 
silent sanctuary like a bell. The figure, still holding his sword and katana, leaped down from the 
stairs and smiled coldly. 


"Ah... it's really you... I'm so happy," he murmured, his voice like a soft song. His lips were thin, 
his skin pale, and his long, golden hair was slightly singed. His eyes, the same green as 
Ragna's left eye, shimmered with excitement. 


How long had it been since they had faced each other like this? He had grown so much taller 
than Ragna remembered, and yet he still carried the same aura as the boy he had once known. 


"I've been waiting for you, brother," he said. As he spoke, he caught the blue sheath that had 
fallen behind him and, without looking, kicked Ragna's sword away. He took a large step 
backward. Ragna recovered his sword and readied himself. 


The slender yet muscular figure was clad in a blue and white uniform. The hilt of his katana was 
silver, and its sheath was blue. The only man waiting for Ragna in the deserted Librarium 
branch was Jin Kisaragi. He was the commander of the Fourth Thaumaturgist Squadron of the 
Novus Orbis Librarium. 


And a long, long time ago, they had spent their childhood together in the same church... 
Ragna's younger brother. 


The thinly honed blade, cold and sharp as finely polished ice, sliced through the air two or three 
times with a delicate sound that befitted its appearance, and stopped the tip aiming at Ragna. 


It was the blade that had once pierced the back of his older brother, Ragna, and failed to deliver 
the killing blow—the phenomenon weapon, Mucro Algesco: Yukianesa. 
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Jin's gaze followed Ragna's rigid back. 
The color reflected in his green eyes was love. 


"It's been a long time. | really wanted to see you. When | heard you were heading to Kagutsuchi, 
| rushed over as fast as | could." 


The color reflected in his green eyes was pleasure. 


"It feels like a dream to be able to see you again, brother... When | heard that the 'Grim Reaper' 
was you, | was surprised. As expected of you, brother, even the Enforcers of the Librarium can't 
defeat you." 


The color reflected in his green eyes was ecstasy. 


"But of course. No one can kill you, brother. That's how it's supposed to be. Kukuku... Do you 
understand, brother? I'm so happy. I'm so, so happy. After | stabbed you in front of the church, | 
felt so disappointed. Because if you had died there, | couldn't have killed you anymore. | could 
never kill you again. That's why I'm so happy now. Hahaha, ahaha, ahahahahahal" 


The color reflected in his green eyes was killing intent. 


"It was really a dream. To be able to kill you again..." Sweeping Yukianesa aside diagonally, Jin 
leapt quickly and low. He dashed forward, carrying that momentum. With incredible speed, he 
thrust his green twin blades before Ragna's eyes. 


"Hahahal" Jin swung Yukianesa high, letting out a shrill laugh. Ragna parried the sharp, arcing 
strike with his sword, the clash a deafening cacophony. Jin raised the rebounding blade high, his 
eyes wide open. It wasn’t surprise, not by a long shot. A deep, piercing satisfaction, a thrill that 
ran from the pit of his stomach, was what drove him. 


“What a sound... Brother, can you see the sparks flying where my Yukianesa meets your sword? 
Hahahaha, let’s fight more, let’s kill each other more!” The thin blade sliced straight down, 
aiming for Ragna’s skull. A primal sense of danger made the hair on the back of Ragna’s neck 
stand on end, but he parried the blow once more. 


“Damn it... you idiot...” The impact was heavier than he’d expected. But more than that, it was 
Jin’s gleeful expression that twisted Ragna’s face. Anger, bubbling up and overflowing, distorted 
his features. “Shut up, will you? All this noise about killing each other. Don’t be ridiculous!” He 
pushed back forcefully and kicked Jin in the stomach. 


A dull thud as Jin stumbled back. Ragna followed up with a sweeping strike of his sword. 


“Aaah...” Jin’s body flew backward, bouncing off the hard floor. He landed face down after a 
half-turn, his golden hair a tangled mess. 


Ragna’s eyes narrowed, his expression grim as he stared at Jin. If his gaze could burn, he 
would have incinerated his idiotic brother with his fury. 


“You wanted to see me? What a coincidence, Jin. | wanted to see you too. | wanted to see you 
so | could beat the crap out of that annoying face of yours!” Ragna lunged again. “Raaaaah!” He 
roared, his anger fueling him as he raised his fist. Darkness, like a flame, flickered in his tightly 
clenched hand. Jin was just about to rise, using his sword for support as he scraped it along the 
floor. 


Before he could draw his sword, Ragna’s fist smashed into his brother’s chest. Another punch, 
this time with his other hand, also filled with darkness, followed. The impact was far more than a 
human arm should be capable of. The second blow sent Jin flying even further than the sword 
had, and he crashed into the wall behind him. 


“Ugh...” He pushed himself up, but stayed on his knees, using his sword for support. He pressed 
a hand to his temple, as if he’d hit his head, and shook his head slightly to clear the dizziness. 


Staring at this sight, Ragna clenched the fist he had just used to punch Jin even tighter, as if 
trying to suppress the surge of rage that was boiling within him. 


"Get up," he growled. "This isn't enough. You need to fully understand what you've done." 
"Ha... ha... haha..." Jin laughed mockingly. Seeing him stumble to his feet, Ragna felt a wave of 
nausea. He felt sick. The image of a burning church he had seen sometime in the past flickered 


in his mind. 


Jin swayed slightly. With his chin lowered, he glared up at Ragna, a look of ecstasy plastered 
across his pale face. 


No. 


"Fufufu... No, brother, you have to come at me with the intention of killing me. If you hold back, 
I'll kill you." 


"Don't be ridiculous. Who do you think you are, killing me? You should be worried about 
yourself, you idiot!" 


"Ahahahaha!" Jin dashed forward, and Ragna leaped. As if waiting for Ragna to land, Jin swung 
his sword horizontally. A spike of ice formed, following the path of the sword, and silently flew 
towards Ragna. 


"Damn it!" Swinging his sword faster than expected, Ragna shattered the flying ice with his 
broadsword, scattering the pieces. The shattered ice sparkled, and through the shards, Ragna 
swung his sword again. This time, it was aimed at Jin. The diagonally descending sword was 
dodged by the leaping Jin. Ragna stepped forward and swung horizontally. The heavy blow was 
deflected by Jin's smoothly wielded sword, its power diminished. 


The grating sound of sliding metal was unpleasant to the ears. Hearing this, Jin jumped lightly. 
From a twisting jump, he delivered a kick aimed at Ragna's temple. Ragna raised his arm to 
block the hard boot. He flipped his wrist, grabbed Jin's leg, and threw him to the floor. 


Just before kissing the polished mirror surface, Jin landed on his hand on the scabbard and 
used his long legs to brake. His white cheeks were flushed with heat. His eyes gleamed with 
excitement and were wet. 


"This is fun... isn't it, brother? Spending time with you is so much fun." 


"Shut up. I'm not having any fun at all!" With every look at that face, Ragna's irritation grew. With 
every sound of that voice, rage churned and stuck within him. "Aaaaaaaaaah!" Unable to 
contain himself, he bared his teeth like an animal and tried to punch Jin again. But something 
suddenly grabbed his leg. 


"What the--!?" 


It was ice. The cold air that had surged up from his feet enveloped Ragna's body, solidifying on 
the surface and immobilizing him. 


"Damn it..." Struggling to move his immobile body, Ragna saw Jin, riding on the ice, 
approaching him instantly. With a crazed smile, he swung his Yukianesa. 


"Brother!" A laugh filled with joy accompanied the slash. 


With all his might, Ragna broke free from the ice, which scattered as snow around him. 
Immediately after, Yukianesa caught Ragna's body in a diagonal slash. The cold blade tore 
through his thick flesh. 


A momentary sound of something being cut and wet splattered, followed by Ragna's scream. 
The impact of the slash caused Ragna's feet to stumble back a step. But instead of continuing 
to retreat, he planted his feet and grabbed Jin's collar. 


"Don't fuck with me... you little shit!" He pulled Jin towards him with all his strength. In his other 
hand was a broadsword. He plunged the thick point of the blade into Jin's chest, which he had 
pulled closer. With the weight of his arm, he thrust the blade deep into Jin's chest, breaking his 
ribs. 


The thrust was more like a punch than a pierce, sending Jin crashing into a pillar and knocking 
him to the floor. Yet, Jin stumbled to his feet almost immediately. 


Ragna's strike had torn through the NOL uniform that doubled as his armor, staining the white 
shirt beneath Jin's coat crimson. 


Ignoring the spreading stain, Jin ran his white-gloved hand along the blade of Yukianesa. His 
fingers, sliding over the blade as if caressing something beloved, came away slick with Ragna's 
blood. Staring entranced at his red-stained hand, he slowly curled his fingers, as if squeezing it 
tighter. 

"Ah... Ha, ha, ha... My brother... I'll kill you, I'll kill you. Over and over... Over and over, I'll kill 
you!" His eyes, wide open, locked onto Ragna with a fervent gaze. A mix of pleasure and 


murderous intent, a trembling desire filled his eyes. 


Clutching his long, gaping wound, Ragna groaned in pain. A distant memory flickered in his 
mind for a moment. A time when nothing had happened, a memory from his childhood. 


When they were still young, before the church burned and the sisters smiled, Jin had been a 
scaredy-cat, a sickly crybaby, but he had also been the kindest child. 


Ah, ah. Anger clouded his vision. The wound, torn open by Yukianesa, burned fiercely. 
Ragna mirrored the twisted smile in Jin's left eye, which was the same green as his own. 
"Jin... You haven't changed one bit since then. Whether it's a phenomenon weapon or 
Yukianesa, | don't know, but you've gone crazy over some old toy, and you don't even realize 


what you've done! Because of you... Because of you!" 


Everything had crumbled to ashes. Everything. The things he cherished, the things he had 
protected, the things he had wanted, the past, the future. 


What a fragile thing it was. Jin, Saya, the sister. Unable to fend off the small madness, they 
were swallowed whole, changed, and ended without a fight. 


He should have been stronger. He should have been able to protect them. 

All he could do was destroy what was in front of him. 

"... Ah, that's right. So I'll destroy you!" Shaking off his blood-stained hand, Ragna raised his 
right arm. A red, eye-like ornament embedded in the back of his hand blinked. His modified right 


eye throbbed. 


"Destroy it," an inner voice seemed to whisper. 


A black darkness ignited from his shoulder to his arm. 


"Kill... Kill, kill! Ragnaaaaa!" Jin swung Yukianesa, plunging it into the floor. A violent tremor ran 
through him as ice shot out from where the blade had pierced, aiming for Ragna. Ragna's right 
arm met the sword. Darkness, racing down his arm like a flame, instantly enveloped the blade. 


"I'll end it all with this... Azure Grimoire!" He swung his sword, cleaving the air. The darkness, 
released with the force of a sword pressure, captured Jin's ice and swallowed him whole, 
moving faster than the ice. 


"Uwaaaaaaaaaaaanh..." The darkness flung its prey away with the same force. Spat out like 
garbage, Jin lay sprawled on the floor, charred and soiled, his form so mangled it was 
impossible to tell where the blood ended and the fragments of darkness began. He gasped, 
trying to get up, but his body had clearly reached its limit. His hand, which had pulled itself back 
to his side and pressed against the floor, couldn't support his weight. 


"Ha... Ha... Ha, ha..." Even as he lay there, Jin let out a ragged laugh. Ragna approached, 
looking down at Jin, who was trembling with spasmodic laughter. Jin looked up from beneath his 
tangled, dirty blond hair, a look of twisted pleasure in his eyes. "Brother... | have to... kill you..." 


"Shut up," Ragna growled. The distorted laughter was grating. Ragna raised the sword he 
carried and pointed the tip downward. There was a time... when Jin had pointed the blade like 
this, and he was the one lying helpless. What had Jin felt as he swung Yukianesa down then? 
Yukianesa was still embedded in the frozen floor. 


"Damn it!" Ragna exhaled roughly, his gut still churning with emotion. He had intended to finish 
him off, to end it all. But he couldn't bring himself to strike down at the back turned to him. 


"I'll deal with you later. Just stay here and rest, you shadow," he said, turning away and 
returning the sword to his side. By then, the anger that burned within him had subsided. It wasn't 
gone. He was still furious. But he didn't think he could quench it by plunging a sword into him. 


Without a word to Jin, Ragna began walking deeper into the branch. His goal wasn't Jin. It was 
the cauldron. That's why he was here. 


"Hah... hah..." Clutching the diagonal wound, Ragna grimaced at the belated pain and headed 
for the elevator that descended to the lower levels. Jin watched the retreating red back, crawling 
on the cold floor. As if nothing else existed, his eyes moved involuntarily, burning the stark red 
into nothingness. 


When the figure disappeared up the stairs, Jin put all his strength into the hand that was 
pressed against the floor, his arm trembling. 


"Br...other..." He called out in a hoarse voice. As his body lifted slightly, a dark red stain spread 
across the floor. Every breath he took sent pain shooting through his body. But... But... 


"Wait... Brother... No, don't... go..." He jammed his foot into the gap between his body and the 
floor, forcing himself to stand. His whole body creaked. So what? 


Pain was insignificant. Trivial. 


"B-Brother...!" As if searching for the back that had already disappeared from view, he took a 
shaky step forward. Jin, with a crimson stain spreading from his chest, gripped the Yukianesa, a 
sword plunged into the floor, tightly. 


How many times had she said this prayer already? 


"Hah... hah... hah..." Her ragged breaths echoed through the high, arched ceiling. Her hurried 
feet stumbled repeatedly, as if mirroring the countless prayers she’d uttered. Short of breath, 
she dragged her feet, her mind racing as she took in the chaos of the Kagutsuchi branch. 


(Why... Why is no one here? The barrier is down, and the entrance door is damaged. What 
happened here?!) 


Only one possibility came to mind: Ragna the Bloodedge. She already knew he would be 
visiting soon. It wouldn’t be strange at all if he had arrived at Kagutsuchi before her, given that 
he had entered the organization much earlier. But what puzzled her was why she hadn’t been 
informed about the attack by the ‘Grim Reaper.’ And why was there no sign of anyone? 


Previous attacked branches had followed a similar pattern. Before the usual underground 
explosion, non-combatants were evacuated. But not this time. 


Something was strange. Very strange. 
"Brother Jin..." 


If Ragna had arrived first, then what about Jin? Had he encountered him? Had he vanished 
without a trace, like so many other soldiers stationed at the Kagutsuchi branch? 


A shiver ran down her spine. She dashed into the sanctuary, where a goddess statue stood. A 
bright light, almost day-like, poured from the magic storage, illuminating the area. It was a 
comforting sight. Every sanctuary had this effect. But now, she was more drawn to a different 
sight. 


Near the stairs leading deeper into the sanctuary, there were clear signs of a battle. Blood 
splattered on the floor and pillars, deep gouges in the walls, and scratches on the floor where a 
blade had been dragged. And most telling of all, there was ice, which showed no signs of 
melting, on the floor, pillars, and walls. 


Who had been here? She was certain Jin carried a sword that manipulated water. 

Jin fought here. 

"Brother Jin!" Tsubaki shouted, her voice echoing through the empty space as she scanned her 
surroundings. Hope and anxiety washed over her at the same time. The clear evidence of a 
struggle suggested that Jin hadn't simply vanished. But if that were the case, then who had he 
fought? Whose blood was splattered everywhere? 

"Jin! Are you here?! Where are you...?" Her voice cracked, and she coughed violently. Her 
desperate calls and ragged breaths mingled with the echoes of the empty hall. There was no 
answer. Only the silent, watchful gaze of the goddess statue. 


"I... | have to find him." 


Perhaps he'd been injured and had gone to the infirmary. Maybe he'd moved to rest 
somewhere. 


"...No, that can't be right." 


If Jin had fought someone here, there should be a body or an unconscious figure. The fact that 
there was neither, and no sign of Jin himself, suggested that the battle might still be ongoing. 


"If he's fighting Ragna the Bloodedge..." The Grim Reaper's territory was always underground. 
The deepest part of the branch. A restricted area that even Tsubaki didn't know about. To reach 
it, she had to take the elevator all the way down. 

Her breathing steadied. 

Tsubaki tossed her fiery red hair and looked up at the stairs, then dashed forward with incredible 
speed. She knew she could use the elevator from this floor to reach the general staff level. Jin 
must have taken the same route. 


There were thin streaks of blood on the floor leading towards the elevator. 


"Please be safe, Jin... I'm coming for you..." So please, don't overdo it. She had a gut feeling 
that Jin had lost. 


With that thought in mind, Tsubaki ran. 


Calamity Black: The End of Black - Chapter 5 


As the final elevator came to a halt, the doors, which had been joined together, silently slid 
open. The floor that unfolded before him was dimly lit. The lighting was minimal, casting an 
eerie glow on the cold, metallic surfaces of the floor, ceiling, and walls. 


A heavy, oppressive atmosphere hung in the air, a stark contrast to the bright, magnificent 
ambiance of the rest of the branch. The rows of machinery, the simple, undecorated lights and 
pillars, and the sterile walls—it was a space deep underground that seemed more suited for 
researchers than guards. And yet, there was no one here. 


A deafening silence swallowed up the sound of Ragna's footsteps, ascending towards the high 
ceiling. The ceiling was so far away, and the dim lighting made it impossible to see clearly. It 
was as if darkness was gathering overhead. 


Breaking the silence, Ragna stepped forward, his boots making a rhythmic sound. A massive 
device loomed in the dim light. It seemed to blend into the sterile surroundings yet 
simultaneously stood out with an unnatural, oppressive presence. As he approached, Ragna 
looked up at the device, a cauldron, and furrowed his brow. 


"So... This is it. Same as the others, huh?" This floor was virtually unknown to the general public 
and even to most soldiers. But for Ragna, it was a familiar sight. 


All branches were fundamentally the same. And the cauldrons, located even deeper 
underground than the lowest city, were always built in a similar fashion. This one was almost 
identical to the one in Akitsu, the branch he had just left, down to the arrangement of the 
machinery. 


"Well then... Let's get this over with. I'm tired of this." He muttered wearily, pressing down on his 
blood-soaked shirt. The wound hadn't closed yet, but the bleeding had almost stopped. The 
dried blood stuck to his skin and shirt, and the fact it came off whenever he moved hurt more 
than the wound itself. 


The diagonal gash inflicted by Jin's sword should have been a shallow wound that would have 
stopped bleeding much sooner. The fact that he had healed enough that it didn’t affect his 
movement was due to the unique nature of Ragna's body. He had always healed quickly, even 
as a child. But his right arm had drastically changed that. 


His right arm, or rather, the grimoire within it, constantly absorbed life force and human souls, 
regardless of Ragna's consciousness. And the absorbed life force was returned to Ragna, its 
host. In other words, he healed his wounds using the life force of others. 


However, this time, it wasn't healing as quickly as usual. 
Nox Nyctores. 
"A phenomenon weapon, huh? The healing’s slow." 


If Jin's sword had been ordinary, the wound would have closed, if not healed completely, in such 
a short time. 


Mucro Algesco: Yukianesa. Since it was a weapon that killed the Black Beast, it probably had 
some kind of special power. Ragna grimaced at his aching wound. 


"Damn it, getting hit by a phenomenon weapon twice in one day. What a pain in the ass." 


Come to think of it, the wound on his cheek, from the Nirvana he had encountered before 
reaching the branch, still hadn't stopped bleeding. It wasn't a serious wound, but the constant 
dripping of blood and the stinging pain were incredibly annoying. 


Ragna passed the rows of machinery and descended a set of stairs to a lower level. This 
brought him much closer to the cauldron. He had seen many of these cauldrons in other 
branches, but each time he was taken aback by their size and ominous presence. 


Around the cauldron were an array of devices whose purpose Ragna couldn't fathom. At the 
same height as the floor, circular openings lined with needle-like protrusions were arranged ina 
row. These openings were currently closed. 


That circular opening was the cauldron, the gate to the Boundary. If opened, it would reveal a 
realm beyond this one. 


As he walked, Ragna placed his hand on the hilt of his sword. He wanted to finish this quickly 
and leave the city. He felt like he'd gotten caught up in something far more troublesome than 
he'd anticipated. There was too much unnecessary wear and tear. 


".,.What... the..." Suddenly, Ragna's body tensed, and he came to an abrupt halt. It wasn't a 
conscious decision to stop. His body involuntarily stiffened, and he was unable to move. 


A presence seemed to sweep over him like a sudden gust of wind. It came from the darkness 
ahead, where something was waiting. It was there, slowly approaching, and exuding a killing 
intent so thick it was almost suffocating. 


"Wh... who are you?" Fear, primal and instinctive, forced a cry from Ragna. It was like the bark 
of a cornered dog. Even without seeing his opponent, there was no room left for composure in 
his voice. 


Forcing his reluctant feet to stay planted, Ragna strained his eyes in the darkness. Heavy 
footsteps drew closer. And soon, the source of the footsteps, and the killing intent, emerged into 
the dim light of the underground. 


It was a man in white. Clad in a white garment that covered him from head to toe, his face was 
hidden by a featureless white mask. His sturdy build clearly indicated he was a man, and he 
was tall. But was the form beneath those robes truly human? 


No skin was visible, and only long, silver hair-like strands that swayed with each step, emerging 
from beneath the mask, gave him a semblance of life. Despite his tall stature, he carried a long 
odachi on his back, disproportionate to his body. With each step, he drew closer, his mirrored 
eyes fixed on Ragna. He stopped just a step away, where the tip of his odachi would have 
reached Ragna. 


"It's been a long time, 'Dark One'," a deep, muffled voice spoke from beneath the mask. 


Ragna's shoulders jumped, and he bit his lip. "What... What are you talking about? | don't know 
you!" He forced himself to speak firmly, trying to hide the tremor in his voice. He was already 
short of breath. He lowered his center of gravity, ready for a fight, and wiped his neck with his 
gloved hand. His neck was slick with sweat. 


(What the hell is this guy...He's just standing there, but he's giving me the creeps.) 


Even though he wasn't being glared at or intimidated, the oppressive feeling was overwhelming. 
He felt like his knees were about to give out. He felt like if he didn't keep up this act of defiance, 
he would suffocate under the weight of the killing intent. This, he realized, was true terror. 
Desperately trying to maintain his composure, Ragna thought. 


"Don't bother me! I’ve got something else to do here, so get out of the way!" Ragna shouted, his 
voice hoarse. He drew his sword as a threat. He needed to do something to keep himself from 
collapsing. The tension between them felt like a physical pain in his neck. 


The faceless white man stared at Ragna with his eyeless gaze. Ragna couldn't look away, as if 
his eyes were glued to the man's. The longer the white man remained motionless, the more 
Ragna's mind seemed to deteriorate. Sweat dripped down his forehead, and his forced shouts 
grew ragged. 


"You cannot pass," the white man said in a heavy, low voice. It was like a declaration of 
punishment. "You will become the dew of my blade." 


The killing intent that was directed at Ragna was unmistakable. It was as if he were being 
sentenced to death. 


"Hah... Don’t be ridiculous! Why should | die by your hand? What the hell are you talking about, 
you masked freak!" It was a bluff. Even Ragna knew how pathetic he sounded. But he couldn't 
stop himself. His right arm began to tremble uncontrollably. His aim wavered. The white man 
watched, his expressionless face revealing nothing. 


"Are you afraid, ‘Dark One’? Do you remember, or is it instinct? Either way, you must overcome 
that fear." His tone was calm, despite the violent words, as if he were something beyond human. 
Or perhaps, he had simply forgotten what it meant to be human. 


The white man's aura shifted. The killing intent was still there, but now it was mixed with a fierce 
fighting spirit. The pressure rippled through the air, causing his long silver hair to sway gently. 


The white man spoke again, each word a blade aimed at Ragna. 
"lam the white void, | am the cold steel, | am the just sword. With blade in hand | shall reap all 


sins and destroy evil." He drew his odachi from his back, his posture tense. The tip of the blade 
was pointed directly at Ragna. "| am Hakumen. Your end has come!" 


With a voice that commanded obedience, the white-clad figure swung his odachi in a vertical 
strike. Ragna retreated instinctively, but the opponent's swift footwork was a step ahead. The 
cutting wind of the blade made the hair on the back of his neck stand on end. It was a terrifying 
sensation, as if death itself were closing in. 


"Aaaaaaaaaah!" With a strangled cry, Ragna desperately raised his sword to block the attack. 
The impact that followed felt like his body had been cleaved in two, even though he had 
managed to block the blow with his sword. 


For a moment, he thought he was dead. But he was alive. The strange sensation in his 
trembling right arm brought him back to reality. He quickly pushed the odachi away and put 


some distance between them. 


Resuming his stance, Ragna looked at the white-clad man intently. He had said something just 
now. Despite the shock, Ragna recognized the words. 


"Hakumen... you say?" 

How many people in the world would not know that name? 

Hakumen was the hero who had defeated the Black Beast, the monster that had driven 
humanity to the brink of extinction during the Dark War a hundred years ago. When Ragna was 
young, he heard so many different stories from his sister that he couldn't tell which parts were 
true and which parts were fiction. 

The Six Heroes fought with phenomenon weapons: Jubei, the beastkin who was Ragna's sword 
master; Valkenhayn, who shared the same name as Rachel's butler; Yuki Terumi; Nine; and one 
other whose name has been lost to time. And then there was Hakumen, said to have taken their 
role as leader. 

One of the legendary Six Heroes was here. Is that what this white-faced man was saying? 


Ragna forced a bitter laugh. 


"What's that, playing the hundred-year-old hero? Or is this some kind of joke? What is a 
legendary hero doing wandering around a place like this?" 


And why was this hero so intent on killing him? 
A sharp pain shot through his chest. The blow he'd taken earlier must have reopened his 
wound. Blood dripped from the cut on his cheek, and Ragna wiped it away with his right arm. 


His right arm was shaking uncontrollably, and he didn't understand why. 


(What the hell is going on...) 


As Ragna grimaced in disgust, the man who called himself a hero calmly raised his sword. 
"You are evil. Your very existence corrupts the world. Therefore, | shall slay you." 


"That doesn't answer anything!" Ragna's shout was almost a plea. His right arm was trembling 
more violently. He could barely grip his sword. It was as if that specific part of his body was 
terrified of this white-clad man. In the dim light, the odachi’s tip gleamed coldly. There were no 
words, just a menacing presence that seemed to loom larger than the man himself. 


"| won't ask again. You must die." Ignoring Ragna's protests, Hakumen lunged. It wasn't an 
exceptionally fast attack. Ragna himself, or even Jin, could move faster. But the sheer, irrational 
killing intent numbed Ragna's senses. 


"No questions asked, huh? Damn it, every one of you keeps yelling about killing and dying!" He 
shouted to keep himself grounded, parrying the incoming strike. The impact sent a shockwave 
up his arm, and his grip faltered. Hakumen struck again, and Ragna, unable to hold onto his 
sword with his trembling right hand, dropped it and stumbled backward. 


"Ugh..." The strain on his open wound was excruciating. He couldn't afford to be distracted. 
When he looked up, Hakumen was charging towards him. 


He couldn't dodge it, and he couldn't block it with his bare hands. He grabbed his fallen sword 
and swung it around, parrying Hakumen's strike at the last moment. He slipped beneath 
Hakumen's arm and moved behind him. He swung his sword at Hakumen's back. Two red orbs, 
like eyes, stared at him from the man's shoulders. 


"Drop dead!" His sword, shrouded in darkness, struck out. He intended to sever at least one of 
the man's arms. 


A long, silver blade flashed across Ragna's vision. 


Ragna's descending sword connected with Hakumen's raised forearm, but it felt shallow, weak. 
His right hand, which had been gripping the sword, suddenly went numb and his movement 
slowed. And yet, not a single drop of blood spilled from the wound. There was clearly a gash 
there, made by Ragna's sword. 


"What the..." 

He wasn't human after all. 

As Ragna’s eyes widened in disbelief, Hakumen's body twisted, and a strangely shaped foot 
plunged into his abdomen. The impact felt like he'd been hit by a steel hammer. He was sent 


flying and slammed into the wall. He pushed himself up with his hands, but he couldn't breathe. 
He coughed violently, blood and mucus splattering on the floor. 


"Cough... hack... gasp... cough..." He couldn't catch his breath. Blood-tinged stomach acid 
welled up and spilled out. 


The power difference was clear. He couldn’t win. He had to escape. 

But the white-masked figure wouldn't allow it. 

“Dark One'," Hakumen called out in a condemning tone and raised his sword overhead with 
both hands. Realizing his predicament, Ragna tried to distance himself from the wall. He 
crawled towards his fallen sword. But before he could reach it... 

"Perish!" 

The sword’s pressure took on a different shape and flew out, exceeding the reach of the 
odachi’s swing. The rushing energy, which looked like water splashing up, closed in on Ragna, 
and he tried to dodge... 

"Aaaaaah!" A deep, bloody cry escaped his lips. 

Hakumen's attack had sliced through Ragna's flesh and bone, catching him off guard. He heard 
the sound of metal being torn as the wall behind him was sliced open. Ragna collapsed to his 
knees, his strength failing him. He gripped the wound in his shoulder. 

"Haah... haah... ugh... ugh..." 

His heart pounded like a drum. Blood seeped from his shoulder and formed a pool on the floor. 
He looked up as he heard footsteps. The distance between them had narrowed, and the 
white-clad figure stood before him. The red orbs on his shoulders moved as he raised his 
odachi. 

Ragna couldn't get up. He was on his knees, like a criminal awaiting execution. 

(Am | going to die... here... at the hands of someone like this?) 

He gritted his teeth and tried to move, but his body wouldn't respond. 


The raised odachi was about to descend, ending his life. 


For some reason, he felt like this had happened before. Perhaps it was just the delirium from 
losing so much blood, but he felt like he could remember the heat of a blade against his neck. 


The odachi descended mercilessly... 


...but instead of cutting into Ragna's neck, it stopped in mid-air. 

"...What?" He thought, If you're going to kill me, just do it already. 

Ragna looked up at Hakumen, who was frozen mid-strike. It was as if he had suddenly turned 
into a statue. But the slight tremor running through his body, as if he were trying to break free 
from some unseen force, proved otherwise. 

"Wh... what..." 


"It's... phenomenon intervention..." Ignoring Ragna, Hakumen strained, his eyes wide. 


Whatever was restraining his movement must have been incredibly powerful. Even with the 
power that had so easily defeated Ragna, he was unable to move a muscle. 


As Hakumen spoke again, static-like noise appeared on his black and white form, as if it had 
become distorted. It quickly became too intense to look at, and soon obscured most of 


Hakumen's appearance from Ragna’s eyes. 


"Tch! Don't get in my way, grimalkin!" With a venomous roar that shook his very soul, Hakumen 
suddenly disappeared, like the image disappearing from a monitor that had lost power. 


"What the hell was that..." 


He had been beaten and left with more questions than answers. At least he was still alive, but it 
was all so confusing. 


"Damn it. This is always happening." He clenched his wounded shoulder. 

The world was unfair. It threw incomprehensible problems at him, one after another, and yet it 
never gave him the answers he needed. No matter how much he questioned, no one could 
explain what was really going on. And all the while, his wounds kept piling up. 


"...Hah. | have to destroy the cauldron." 


With Hakumen gone, Ragna became acutely aware of the room's vastness and silence. At the 
same time, he remembered why he had come down here in the first place. 


Speaking to himself as if to reaffirm his purpose, Ragna shakily stood up. Dragging his feet, he 
picked up the sword he had dropped. It was badly damaged as well. He would have to get it 


repaired somewhere. 


The trembling in his right arm had stopped. Perhaps it had been the influence of the grimoire. 


The Azure Grimoire was gradually beginning to repair Ragna's body. 
Feeling a sense of urgency, he took a step forward, but stopped abruptly. 


Right before his eyes, as if it had been waiting, the cauldron began to move. 


As if the previous silence had never been, the devices around the cauldron began to whir and 
hum. Turbines spun, and various machines scattered around the room flickered to life. The 
fasteners lining the circular edge retracted, and the lids beneath them began to open slowly, like 
a clenched fist uncurling. It was reminiscent of a flower bud blooming, but at the same time, it 
was like a grotesque monster opening its mouth to devour its prey. 


As the lids rose, light spilled out from the other side. It wasn't the gentle light that illuminated the 
statue of the goddess of branches. This light was intense and vibrant, capable of melting 
anything. 


Once the opening was complete, the space beyond was filled with an almost sacred 
atmosphere that belied its cold, metallic walls and ceiling. It looked more like an underground 
laboratory than a place of worship. 


"Damn..." Ragna cursed under his breath, standing still in the overflowing light. Without taking a 
step forward, he peered into the cauldron. Beyond the giant hole was a crucible of light and 
heat. It looked like molten lava or molten glass, swirling in a viscous mass. 


That was the Boundary. And at the top of the cauldron, illuminated by the otherworldly light from 
below, was a magnificent decoration that looked like the hilt of a sword thrust into that Boundary. 


Shifting his gaze from the contents of the cauldron to the giant sword hilt, Ragna furrowed his 
brow. 


"| was too late." 


The cauldron was completely open. That meant the refinement experiment had been 
completed. 


What was being refined? The answer... slowly rose from within the Boundary, entering Ragna's 
field of vision as he looked up. 


Amidst the overflowing light, as if gravity didn't exist, a slender girl began to materialize. She 
was a white girl, cool and serene despite being bathed in scorching light. Her skin was so pale 
that it was almost ghostly white, and her long white hair, tied in a braid on her back, fluttered in 


the air. She wore a simple white dress that clung to her slender body, and over that, a loose 
white cape. 

With her arms lowered, she rose up towards the hilt of a massive sword, as if descending from 
the earth itself, then slowly descended to the cold floor. 


She had a lovely appearance. If she had white wings on her back, she might have looked like 
an angel. But instead of wings, it was her long braided hair swaying behind her, and a 
double-edged sword hanging at the tip gave her a more dangerous presence than anything 
mystical. 


As she descended as if she were asleep, Ragna instinctively stepped back, maintaining some 
distance. The girl's bare, white feet, with delicate nails, gently touched the metallic floor as she 
landed. 


"Loading." Her pale lips whispered mechanically. "Loading, loading. All functions normal. 
Murakumo is activating." 


Her voice was mechanical. After moving her lips mechanically, the girl closed her mouth and, 
with a slight click, lifted her eyelids. 


"...Huh?" In an instant, her voice changed, taking on a sweet, almost affectionate tone. 
The girl's eyes were red. They were the same color as Ragna's right eye. Her large, long 
eyelashes that nearly spilled over, and dark shadows gathered beneath her eyes. Only the left 


side of her face was healed; her right eye was covered by an eyepatch with a red prosthetic. 


With her left red eye, the girl looked straight at Ragna, and then her eyes shone with a look of 
longing. 


"Oh, Ragna! It's been a long time. You came to see Nu again, didn't you?" she cooed, smiling 
seductively. "I'm so happy. Is this the fourth time?" Ragna frowned deeper. 


"It's the third time," He replied bluntly, and the girl calling herself Nu clasped her white fingers in 
front of her mouth. 


"Fufufu, that's right, the third time," she said, counting the number of visits. 


While Ragna was attacking the Librarium's branches and facilities, destroying cauldrons, there 
were a few instances where he found cauldrons in the middle of refinement experiments. 


The first time he destroyed one of those cauldrons was the "first time" Nu was referring to. And 
the second time he destroyed a cauldron in the middle of a refinement experiment at a different 
location was the "second time." 


Ideally, this "third time," he would have finished the job before the girl-shaped body, the 
prototype, came into contact with the Boundary and completed the refinement process. But he 
was too late. 


"But it's okay, this time | have a proper body. So we can talk, Ragna. The last two times, | 
couldn't talk to you because | wasn't ready by the time you came." 


For Nu, it seemed she had missed out on two opportunities. To show off her newfound ability to 
move freely, she opened her arms and spun around in place. 


"But Nu was watching, you know. The first and second times... Ragna stabbed Nu with his 
sword, cut her to pieces, killed her." Oh, what a sweet memory. Nu hugged herself, swayed her 
braid, shook her head, and spoke dreamily, as if savoring the words. 

Ragna felt a sickening twist in his stomach, as if he were being embraced or caressed. It was a 
terrible feeling of disgust. He couldn't imagine being happy or calm hearing someone describe 


his actions in such a blissful manner. 


Moreover, although he had only seen three of the prototypes, including Nu, they all had the 
same face. 


No matter how artificial the prototypes were, it was impossible for him to feel good about being 
told that he had "stabbed and torn apart" someone with the same face as the previous ones. 


"Ragna, you looked so happy back then. Nu knows. You were smiling while you stabbed me, 
weren't you?" 


"...Stop it. | don't want to hear that." 
"Why? Fufufu, it felt good, didn't it? Hey, did it feel good to tear Nu apart?" 
"Stop it!" 


"Nu felt good. It was like Ragna was entering Nu, it felt so good. Fufufu, even now when | think 
about it, my body heats up..." 


"| told you to stop!" Ragna shouted, leaping back. His muscles tensed, and the deep wounds in 
his chest and shoulder ached. 


But what troubled Ragna more than the pain was the unpleasant, sticky feeling that clung to the 
inside of his chest. 


None of the previous prototypes had ever activated. They just laid there, lifeless and silent. But 
Nu was different. She smiled with a familiar face, spoke with a familiar voice, and nodded with a 


familiar gesture. Nu... and at the same time, the two prototypes he destroyed before, were too 
similar to his youngest sister, Saya, whom he lost along with his brother. 


‘Ragna, do you hate talking with Nu?' Nu asked with a slightly hurt look in her eyes. Ragna 
gritted his teeth. 


"Yes, | hate it. | don't want to talk to you," he said, his voice filled with disgust. The more he 
looked at her, the more he heard her voice, the more memories flooded back. His mind was 


filled with things he had lost, and he felt like he was suffocating. 


(What an idiot | am...) Ragna thought to himself, his mind racing. He was so pathetic that he 
couldn't even be surprised at himself. 


Jin and Saya were both gone. And yet, today, he felt an overwhelming urge to wallow in 
self-pity. He had been suppressing these feelings, but now he couldn't seem to contain them. 


Nu pouted her lips in a childish way and placed her white finger beside her mouth, looking 
displeased. 


"Aw, that's cold. Ragna can be so mean," she said, walking towards him with her slender bare 
feet gliding across the floor. Ragna held his breath and looked up as the damp sound of her 
footsteps grew louder, and he took a step back. Even so, Nu didn't stop approaching. The sound 
of her footsteps continued. 


"But that's okay. We'll be together forever. I'll do anything for you. Nu belongs to Ragna. I'll love 
you very much." 


As Nu approached, she held out her hands to Ragna. She smiled sweetly and invited him into a 
hug. Ragna gritted his teeth so hard they made a sound. If he had bitten his lip, he would have 
cut it with his canine teeth. 

Don't look at me with those shining eyes. Don't say those seductive words in that voice. 


He was irritated. 


"Don't get the wrong idea. | didn't come here to play nice with you," Ragna said, placing his 
hand on the hilt of his sword. He drew it and pointed it downward. 


Nu stopped. Her eyes widened in wonder and stared at Ragna's sword, then smiled with an 
ominous cheerfulness in her bright red eyes. 


"| Know. Ragna came to kill Nu, didn't he?" 


"No. | came to destroy you." 


Don't claim to be human when you're just an artificial creation, an imitation. 


The words that Ragna muttered to himself were a scolding of his weak spirit that, if he didn't 
constantly remind himself, would be swayed by appearances and dull his blade. 


The words spoken were filled with rejection. 

Nu, who had been the target of that rejection, lowered her chin and looked down. Soon, the thin 
shoulders covered by her white cape began to tremble slightly, and the light cape rippled like 
waves. 

"Fufufu... Anaha, hahahahaha!" A high-pitched laugh burst from her small jaw, a sound that 
seemed to grate on the ears, almost like the scraping of metal. "That's right, Ragna. You destroy 


everything. Everything, all of it... Just like Nu." 


With a dreamy intoxication, Nu narrowed her large eyes and smiled. But her smile was far too 
unsettling to be a girl's smile and was overshadowed by a dark desire. 


Disliking the red gaze fixed on him, Ragna swung his arm wildly to brush it away. 
"Don't think we're the same!" 
"Ahahaha, we are, Ragna. After all, Nu and Ragna are the same, right?" 


Chuckling merrily, Nu shrugged and tilted her head. With her eyes wide open, she looked at 
Ragna from a tilted angle, as if trying to peer into his brain through his green and red eyes. 


"Hey, Ragna, don't you want to destroy everything? Don't you want to destroy everything you 
hate? Nu, the people you hate... this world, even yourself?" Ragna flinched at her words. 


What did he really want to destroy? His subconscious mind asked him. 
(What do | want to destroy...) 


Was it the prototype, the cauldron, the Boundary, the NOL? Was it that green shadow that had 
robbed him of his memories, or his foolish younger brother? 


Or was it something else? 


Staring at Ragna, Nu said with a drowning affection, "It's okay, destroy it. Destroy Nu with your 
own hands. But in return, Nu will destroy you." 


A giant sword flew from somewhere and plunged into the floor behind New. The impact shook 
the ground. The huge sword that had been thrust into the ground was also a refined Murakumo, 
a part of Nu. 


"Ragna..." Nu called out his name with a deep affection. Ragna felt a cold chill run down his 
spine at the sound of her voice. 


The huge sword, which had been thrust diagonally into the ground, began to unfold at Nu's 
command. The tiny parts that made up the shape of the sword clattered and rearranged 
themselves in a complex manner. 


It was like turning a switch on and off, or opening and closing a lock. As the giant sword 
transformed, so did the clothes Nu was wearing. 


When the sword finally quieted down and Nu's transformation was complete, standing before 
Ragna was no longer the barefoot Nu with her fluttering white cape, but an entirely 
artificial-looking version of her, with her vision obscured by headgear dotted with red lights and 
her legs transformed into swords. 


Eight thin blades spread out around Nu, as if she were spreading her wings. Beneath the 
headgear, Nu's small mouth smiled. The corners of her mouth were drawn back into a sharp slit, 
and her sweet smile carried less of a seductive allure and more of a simple, life-threatening 
danger. 


"Nu is going to hug you tight!" With a joyful shout, Nu launched all eight of her wing-like swords 
at Ragna. 


“Uraaah!” Ragna roared, swinging his sword sideways. Nu’s eight flying swords were all 
knocked aside, losing their trajectory and returning to their master before rearranging into a 
wing-like formation as if nothing had happened. 


Dragging them behind her like a thin garment, Nu flew at him again. 

"Fufufu, Ragna. Hug me!" 

Her bouncing voice was that of a lovely young girl, hardly fitting for someone engaged in a 
sword fight. But at the same time, the eight swords spread out like a fan and one by one threw 


themselves at Ragna. 


It looked like some kind of accordion-like craft. If they weren’t blades, the eight-fold attack would 
have been beautiful. Ragna held his sword sideways, using it to parry and endure the attack. 


“Ugh...” The groan that escaped him wasn’t because Nu’s sword had grazed him. He had taken 
the impact of eight consecutive strikes, each with a weight that belied the slender blades. The 
impact of wielding the sword and taking the blows naturally aggravated the wounds already 
etched into Ragna’s body. 


“Huh! Ragna, you’re seriously hurt. What happened? Poor Ragna.” Nu looked at Ragna intently 
through the eyeholes of her headgear, her tone light and insincere, as if she were genuinely 
worried. 


She probably was worried. But it was a different kind of worry, thinner and more pathetically 
simple than a human’s. And even as she pitied him. The eight swords spun around on Nu’s 
back and rearranged themselves for the next attack. 


“What a horrible thing to do... Should Nu kill them? | can’t forgive anyone who hurts Ragna.” 


“Shut up. It’s none of your business. And if you think that, then at least put away that dangerous 
sword.” 


It seemed unbelievable that these were the words of someone who was more likely than anyone 
else to kill Ragna at that moment. With a pained breath, Ragna expressed his annoyance and 
disgust. 


As expected, Nu seemed to misunderstand, just as Ragna had vaguely anticipated. She twirled 
her swords around her feet like a dress’s hem, scattering them in random directions. 


“Wh... what...” Ragna looked up, his breathing already ragged, wondering what she was up to. 
But he soon understood. There was nothing strange about it. 


The swords, which had been thrown in completely different directions from Ragna, were 
deflected by an invisible wall at the perfect moment, as if repelled, and began to aim at Ragna 
from all sides. 


First, aiming for his side from the right. A second later, from behind. Less than a second later, 
his shoulder was targeted from a diagonal angle above, and two swords accelerated 
simultaneously, as if to sandwich his torso. 


Feeling blood gushing from his wounds, Ragna swung his sword to knock them away. But there 
were too many. Even though he knew where they were coming from and how fast they were 


approaching, his body couldn’t keep up. 


It wasn’t so much painful as it was heavy. He was losing too much blood. Willpower couldn't 
replace the severed flesh, bone, and nerves. 


“Gaaaahl” 


The sixth sword rose diagonally from below and penetrated his thigh. The seventh, slightly 
deflected by Ragna’s sword, pierced his left arm along with his red jacket. The eighth was 
plunged into his back from behind. 


That was his limit. Though he didn’t fall, he could do nothing more than support himself by 
planting both feet. The sword he held in his left hand was more of a support than a weapon. He 
didn’t know where all the blood dripping onto the floor was coming from. 


“Raagna,” Nu’s high, thin voice sang sweetly. The swords that were embedded in Ragna’s body 
and around him floated up and returned to Nu, spreading out like wings, four on each side. 


Next, those eight swords would pierce Ragna’s body all at once. If that happened, he would 
probably die. 


It was Unbearable. 


“There’s still... this...” Muttering to no one in particular, Ragna moved his prosthetic arm. He 
raised his palm towards Nu, level with his face. 


A rough and feverish breath was swallowed. With a fierce gaze, as if to devour her, Ragna 
glared at Nu, who had stopped in her tracks, puzzled. 


"Restriction 666 released, dimensional interference field deployed!" In response to Ragna's 
words, his right arm throbbed greatly. 


A sensation as if something was being transmitted from his right arm to his entire body washed 
over him. It felt slightly different from the last time he used it, but now was not the time to worry 
about it. If he didn't use it, he would die. 


Ragna clenched his fist as if to confirm the feeling of his own arm and addressed his right arm. 


"Azure Grimoire activate!" He said in a voice drawn from the bottom of his stomach. At that 
moment, Ragna felt as if his right arm had suddenly inflated to an abnormal size. And 
immediately after that, he lost all sensation in his arm. 


"Wh... what..." 


Unable to understand everything at once, Ragna hurriedly cast his gaze at his right arm. The 
arm was there. It hadn't been blown off his shoulder like it had before. But the arm was swollen, 
though not as much as the delusion he had just had, and it had burst through his black clothes 
and red jacket, revealing a sword. 


A jet-black arm painted in darkness that was unlike the color of human skin. It was certainly 
there, but why couldn't he feel anything? Not only the sensation, but also the weight was not 
transmitted through his nerves. 

"What the... guh, gah..." The question turned into an inarticulate sound. As if being swallowed 
up by something, the sensation disappeared from his right shoulder. The invasion descended 
from his right side to his abdomen and then to his right leg. It was as if his body was being 
carved away. 


But what was even more abnormal was that as the invasion progressed, he began to perceive 
the lost sensations in a different part of his brain, understanding that this was his body. 


It was as if necrotic flesh was regenerating in the same order as it had rotted. 
The invasion spread to his chest and rose up his neck. 


"Ah, how lovely. Ragna, you're going to be with Nu," Nu spoke gently to Ragna, who was 
panicking but unable to do anything about the abnormal situation. 


Sliding her feet once more, she came in front of Ragna and stroked his cheek, which still 
retained the color of human skin. 


"| love you so much, Ragna. Nu and Ragna are one. Nu has always wanted to be one with 
Ragna." 


"St... stop... don't touch me..." He tried to push Nu's hand away. But his body wouldn't move as 
he wanted. He didn't know how to move his own body. 


"It's okay, it hurts a little, but Nu is with you." Speaking soothingly, Nu summoned the huge 
sword that had been stuck in the floor. The sword leisurely pulled itself out of the floor. 


Nu's slender arm glided through the air as if beckoning. To her arm, to her shoulder, to her torso. 
Countless ice blades rained down. 
"Brother!" 


A voice flew after the ice. Jin, who had let out a scream that sounded like a cry, leaned against 
the wall of the passageway, holding the unsheathed Yukianesa. 


The wound on his chest had become a deeper red than when Ragna had last seen him, and 
Jin's face was pale, his breath coming in shallow gasps. He was in no condition to move around 
properly. 


Nevertheless, Jin tore himself away from the cold wall and stepped forward with the unsheathed 
Yukianesa in hand. 


Realizing that he was coming this way, a sudden rush of anxiety caused Ragna's jaw to clench. 


"What... What the hell are you doing?! Get out of here! This isn’t the time for you to get 
involved!" 


"No!" A denial was hammered out. "No... I'm the one who's going to kill my brother, | won't let 
anyone else have him! | won't let you have him!!" With his blood-stained blond hair flying wildly, 
Jin let out a trembling, pained cry. It was like the words of a child throwing a tantrum. But his 
voice was closer to a scream, and there was even pain in his expression. 


Jin stepped over the machinery that lined his path without hesitation, crushing delicate switches 
with his hard boots, and landed on the lower floor. 


Nu watched him with red eyes floating in her headgear. The ice that hadn't been able to injure 
her body, but part of her slender arm was frozen. 


Seats Target confirmed, possession of phenomenon weapon verified. Acknowledged, 
acknowledged, target recognized as enemy," the mechanical tone came from Nu's mouth, as if 


a switch had been flipped. The target of that inorganic coldness was undoubtedly Jin. 


She bent her elbow casually, and the ice that had been clinging to her arm shattered and 
scattered. 


Her sharp toes slid, and Nu's body rotated about ninety degrees. Eight swords, spread out like 
wings, targeted Jin, who was staggering but standing his ground, holding up Yukianesa. 


"Jin, run!" 

"Beginning eradication of target." 

Ragna's voice, which should have been a shout, was muffled and crushed. 

Nu's voice announced the launch of the attack. The eight blades spread out, were fired one after 
the other towards Jin from right to left. The speed at which they tore through the air was much 
faster than those directed at Ragna. 

Jin parried the first strike, deflected the second. He knocked away the third, dodged the fourth's 


tip. The fifth he twisted away from, the sixth grazed his thigh. The seventh pierced the arm that 
held his sword, and the eighth sank into his abdomen. 


A muffled groan, tinged with blood, escaped Jin’s lips as he dripped a red thread from the corner 
of his mouth. 


“You're in the way... Get lost!” Yukianesa’s ice raced across the floor. It reached New’s feet in 
an instant, and the ice that protruded from below bared its fangs as if to pierce him. 


“Ineffective.” Swinging her sword-like leg, Nu backflipped to cut away the approaching ice. 
Despite their ethereal movements, the two blades carried a heavy destructive force, and Jin’s 


ice, losing its sharpness, shattered. 


The eight swords that had returned from around Jin circled around Nu. Amidst them, Nu calmly 
gazed at Jin’s wounded form. 


“Such a scary face. And that feeling... | hate it. | have to kill you.” His low, muttered words were 
dark, filled with a thick, muddy enmity. A hatred that crawled up from his feet enveloped Nu. 


“Field activated.” The eight swords around Nu aimed at Jin. At the same time, Nu thrust both 
hands forward. A dark circle appeared at Jin’s feet, gathering the surrounding gravity to the 
bottom. 

“Ugh...” Unable to move, Jin was caught in a sensation of being dragged down. Desperately, he 
stabbed the circle with Yukianesa. But ice could not stop gravity. The ice shattered against the 
floor with a sharp crack. 

Removing her headgear, she revealed a cold, expressionless glare. 


“Die.” 


The eight swords, now aimed at Jin, flew towards him. Their perfectly aligned blades were about 
to impale the exposed body mercilessly. 


“No, no, no!” A thin, graceful figure intervened with a desperate voice. 

No one, including Nu, immediately understood what had happened. 

When and how had this girl entered this underground area? 

Between Nu and Jin, locked in a deadly confrontation, a strikingly vivid color swayed. 

It was a soft camellia red, a glossy, elegant red that stood out against the winter snow. The 
color, which undulated widely and fell gently, was the hair color of the girl who had jumped in 


front of Nu’s sword. 


Jin, his face pale and covered in blood, let out a voiceless scream, his throat constricting. 


The girl, with a sword piercing her back and protruding from her chest and abdomen, collapsed 
to her knees like scattered petals. 


Jin, having escaped the gravity field, desperately reached out and caught her as she fell 
forward. Behind him, the discarded Yukianesa clattered coldly on the floor. 


Nu seemed bewildered by the sudden intruder. Ragna, too, widened his eyes in surprise, staring 
intently at the girl who had shielded Jin with her body. She wore the blue and white uniform of a 
Librarium soldier. 


(Jin's... acquaintance?) It was clear from Jin's expression alone that their relationship was more 
than just casual acquaintanceship. 


For Ragna, the scene was unbearable. To see Jin, his brother who had been consumed by the 
phenomenon weapon, lost himself, and been swallowed by madness and forgetfulness, being 
protected by another human. 


"Tsubaki...?" Jin's trembling voice echoed through the suddenly quiet surroundings. His eyes 
wandered vacantly as he looked at her and touched her body, his expression filled with 
confusion. 


"Jin, brother..." Even her faint voice echoed through the underground. With the red stain 
spreading from the base of the sword protruding from her back, Tsubaki, the girl who had been 
embraced, found Jin's face and smiled weakly. "I'm glad you're alive... | made it in time. I've 
never been very fast at running.” 


She had arrived underground just a moment ago. Using a different elevator from the one Ragna 
and Jin had used, she had descended directly beside the cauldron. When she went outside and 
sensed the conflict, she had instinctively run towards it, realizing it was Jin who was fighting. 


"No... this is crazy. Why did you do something so reckless? Why are you here...?" Jin's voice 
trembled with agitation. The confusion in his eyes deepened as he looked into Tsubaki's blue 
ones. Those eyes shouldn't be here. 


Tsubaki lowered her eyebrows in distress. "I'm sorry... I'm really stupid. | forgot my weapon 
somewhere..." 


Even soldiers who weren't combat specialists were issued firearms for self-defense and 
intimidation. If Tsubaki had had hers, she might have tried to attract attention with gunfire rather 


than shielding Jin with her body. 


But that was just a possibility. 


In a different fate, she might have fired her gun. But the result might have been the same. 

"|... |was on a mission. | came to pick you up. You were missing... and if | left you, you would've 
been considered a traitor. So I've been looking for you all this time," Tsubaki gasped, her voice 
strained as she struggled for breath. She was unaware of the blood welling up in her mouth with 
each breath. 

"Why... Tsubaki..." Jin cried out, his voice raw. It wasn’t that he didn’t understand the situation 
and reasons. In fact, considering Tsubaki's personality, it was easy for him to understand. But he 
couldn't accept the reality he held in his arms. He didn't want to understand. 


Resting her chin on Jin's shoulder, Tsubaki exhaled a long breath and smiled happily. 


"Ah... it's been a long time, hasn't it? Brother Jin calling me 'Tsubaki' like you used to." She 
couldn't bring herself to tell Jin how much it meant to her to be called that. 


"Brother Jin..." Tsubaki leaned against Jin, her body heavy in his arms. Jin felt the weight of his 
soaked glove outside his field of vision, realizing that this wasn't a coquettish gesture. 


"No... Tsubaki, Tsubaki!" It sounded like a life was fading away. Tsubaki gently grasped Jin's 
clothes with her slightly moving fingers. It felt like they were embracing. On Jin's shoulder, 
Tsubaki closed her eyes. 

"Let's... go back to headquarters." 


Those were the last words Tsubaki uttered. 


The body he held grew suddenly heavy. Her unusual hair and pale cheeks lost their vividness in 
an instant. 


Not knowing how to hold the still-warm, lifeless body, Jin breathed out a trembling sigh and 
looked up. 


Beyond the eight blades still embedded in Tsubaki, he saw Nu tilting her head awkwardly. 
"Oh well, she's dead. But it's just as well, Nu didn't like her anyway." With a disinterested tone, 
Nu flicked her long braid and turned to Ragna. Jin had no weapon, and the intruder was dead. 


There was nothing left to trouble Nu. 


Smiling seductively, Nu bent down and peered at Ragna. She wrapped her arm around Ragna's 
neck, which was now completely black except for his face, and leaned in for a kiss. 


"We're done here, Ragna. Nu's a bit tired, so let's go." 


"W-wait..." 

Though he should have pulled away, Ragna's body didn't move to reject Nu. No matter how 
hard he tried to struggle, he couldn't shake off the ticklish fingers that stroked his neck and 
shoulders. 


Behind Nu, who was leaning against him awkwardly, the giant sword began to move again. 


In Ragna's field of vision, which was directed behind Nu's shoulder, the sword slowly raised its 
tip vertically and looked at Nu and Ragna with a sharp silver gleam. 


"Ragna..." Nu whispered in his ear, her breath drawing him in. 


The giant sword pierced straight through Nu and Ragna’s bodies, vertically penetrating their 
abdomens and chests. The sensation was incredibly vivid, yet there was no pain. 


In fact... why was it? For a moment, he even felt a sense of comfort. It felt like something that 
had been lacking was being replenished and filled. He sighed. 


The sword dragged the bodies of Nu and Ragna with the force of its thrust, pulling them towards 
the open cauldron. 


Jin shouted at Ragna, his voice torn by anguish. 


"Don't go... don't go, brother! Nothing will change if you do!" What was wrong and what wouldn't 
change? Even if he asked, no one would answer, surely. 


With a strangely hazy mind, Ragna thought to himself. 
What a sad face Jin was making. Come to think of it, he was always such a crybaby. 


"...sorry, Jin," Ragna murmured, looking at Jin who was reaching out, while listening to the 
swirling sound of the Boundary behind him. 


The moment after, the floor disappeared from beneath Ragna's feet. With a light tap, New's foot 
kicked the floor. Beyond that was no longer this world. It was the Boundary. 


"Let's go, Ragna, and merge with Nu,” she said happily, her lips, which were losing their ability 
to form words, touched and overlapped with Ragna's. 


Embraced by the girl's surprisingly strong arms, Ragna fell down and down. All he could see 
was the ceiling of the large room built underground. And then... Jin's face, rushing in. 


"Brother! Brother!" 


But his shout was fading away. His senses were fading away. 

And when Ragna's body fell deep into the cauldron, into the Boundary... he felt himself being 
swallowed up by a deep darkness, transforming into something very large and very terrifying, 
and closed his eyes. 

Somewhere, he heard the roar of a beast. 

Ragna felt like he knew the beast. 


It was a very large and very terrifying beast, capable of destroying the world. 


Before he could understand the meaning, Ragna's consciousness dissolved into the Boundary. 


... Immediately after Ragna fell into the cauldron with Nu, pierced by the giant sword, Jin jumped 
into the cauldron after them. 


"Well, well... | guess it didn't work out." 
The sound of leather shoes hitting the floor echoed in the large room deep beneath Kagutsuchi. 


A thin man in a black suit stepped out from the shadows, with a hat pulled low over his eyes and 
one hand in his pocket. 


Captain Hazama of the Novus Orbis Librarium’s Intelligence Department. 


However, his name, rank, and title had all become meaningless. 


"Hmph," Hazama snorted, feigning a sigh as he looked down at the figure sprawled on the cold 
floor. A young girl, her body pierced by eight swords, lay there, her clothes, arms, face, and hair 
stained crimson. 


He chuckled, his shoulders twitching slightly. Loosening his black tie with a tug of his fingers, he 
nonchalantly stepped on the girl’s corpse. 


“You’re useless, as always. Just trash, absolute trash. You’re good for nothing but dying horribly. 
Aren't you?” He addressed the unresponsive girl with a feigned look of exasperation, repeatedly 
stomping on her face. Her cheeks were still soft, and each stomp distorted her lifeless features 


into an uglier grimace. 


Keeping his foot on her head, Hazama took out a communicator from his jacket and placed it to 
his ear. After a three-second wait, a voice answered. 


‘Looks like it failed again.’ 

“Yep, just as you thought. All three of them fell into the cauldron a moment ago.” 

‘How much longer until the end?’ 

“Hmm, probably a few more minutes. Or maybe not, | don’t know.” 

‘| see.’ 

“So, it’s back to square one. Again. For a hundred years. It’s such a long story. | wonder when | 
can finally escape this half-baked fusion and get it back.” Hazama muttered, grimacing as he 


pressed a finger to his temple and mimicked a headache. 


He knew his complaints wouldn’t solve anything, but it was just a casual remark. However, the 
reply from the other end of the communicator was unexpected. 


‘Well, who knows? ...ASk God.’ 


“Huh?” Hazama opened his mouth in confusion. Then, he started laughing, clutching his 
stomach. “Hahaha, God? You're talking about God, huh? What a joke! | can’t believe I’m 
hearing that!” 


With loud, mocking laughter, Hazama shook his shoulders, kicking away the corpse at his feet 
as if it were trash. 


“Heeheehee... Oh, my stomach hurts... | think I’m going to puke. Well, this was a complete shit 
show, but at least | got to hear your divine words. It was worth a hundred years of my life.” The 
other end of the line was silent. He probably didn't feel the need to respond. 


Suddenly, the ground shook. The ceiling of the underground chamber began to crumble. Soon, 
this underground chamber would collapse, followed by this branch, then Kagutsuchi, and finally, 
the world. 


No, perhaps ‘collapse’ wasn’t the right word. Hazama corrected himself internally with a twisted 
smile. This wasn’t a collapse; it was the end. The end of the world. 


Once certain conditions were met, the system that managed this world would declare an end to 
the current world and start the world over from a certain point. 


The conditions were, simply put, the fall of Ragna the Bloodedge and the original body into the 
cauldron. And what would be born from that would restart the world. 


“It seems like it’s about time,” he said, his voice returning to its usual nonchalant tone, a far cry 
from his earlier crazed laughter. 


‘It’s starting on our end too.’ 


“Damn, you guys have it easy.” Hazama’s face contorted into a strange expression, his tone 
changing. But the next moment, he was back to his usual enigmatic smile. 


“Well, well, don’t complain too much, Terumi.” The other personality within Hazama, the one he 
called Terumi, seemed to groan in response. But only Hazama could hear it. 


“Well then, Technical Colonel, until next time...” With those words, Hazama cut the 
communication. 


The ceiling’s collapse grew more intense. It wouldn't be long before the end was complete. 
Tossing the communicator aside, Hazama looked up. 

Amidst the falling debris of the ceiling, he spotted a small figure on top of the giant cauldron. It 
was a familiar face. Dressed in a black dress with golden hair, the figure looked down with a 
disdainful expression. It was Rachel Alucard, the crimson vampire. 

Hazama met her gaze with a provocative look, his lips curled into a deep sneer. 

Rachel, with her indifferent expression, and Hazama, with his serpentine smile. 


The collapsing ceiling swallowed both figures whole... 


And so, the world ended once more. 


A New Beginning 


With each ending of the world, the cycle repeats. 

The Takamagahara System declares: 

"The Beast detected. System shifting to Phase 29-H. Appearance axis: 2099, 12, 31. Japan. 
Event error margin: 1/7200... Previous event error margin: 1/400... Master unit completion: 
267189... Initiating correction... System initialization complete." 

Takamagahara begins observation of Phase 299. 


The Takamagahara System is functioning normally. 


With the beginning of each new world, the blue cycle continues. 


2149, some month, some day. 

The Fifth Hierarchical City of Ibukido. 

A vast research facility was constructed beneath this city several years ago. 
The world was engulfed in the Ikaruga Civil War. 


The Ikaruga Federation, with its stronghold in lbukido, was fighting for independence from the 
Novus Orbis Librarium, the global authority that maintained order. 


While the sounds of battle echoed far above ground, a new experiment was about to begin in 
the underground laboratory. 


A large case was brought in secretly. Made of a new material that was as transparent as glass 
yet more flexible, it was just the right size for a person. Cylindrical in shape, it was filled with a 
liquid reminiscent of amniotic fluid. Floating within was not a fetus, but a girl. 


Her mouth and body were covered by an inorganic device, leaving her naked except for a 
device attached to her shoulder that supported her underdeveloped limbs as she floated in the 
solution. 


The pale blue liquid obscured her features, but her skin was a translucent white, and her hair, 
which reached past her shoulders, should have been golden. Beneath her collarbone, where 


her slender neck met her delicate shoulders, was a tattoo of the number 'twelve'. 


"Move her carefully. She's one of the few functioning subjects we have." 


"The pedestal is secured." 
"No, raise it." 


A faint whirring sound indicated that the case containing the girl was being lifted and moved to a 
designated position. 


She was placed inside a device with numerous tubes attached to its top and bottom. Several 
men in white coats gathered around and connected the transparent case to the device. 


... The girl, with a faint, almost imperceptible consciousness, perceived what was happening. 


The impersonal voices outside the case. The white of the lab coats passing by. The sounds of 
work as procedures were checked. 


The many gazes fixed upon her. 
They were speaking of an experiment. She somehow knew it was a terrifying thing. 


In her consciousness, which felt as if it might dissolve into the liquid surrounding her, she 
thought. 


...-Brother. 
Without understanding the significance of the plea for help, she simply thought it. 


Several mechanical arms entered the case and began attaching tubes to the girl's body. To her 
head, her throat, her arms, her chest, and her legs. 


It was unpleasant. She wanted help. She called out, "Brother." 
Something dark and murky flowed through the tubes into her body. 
The girl, floating in the case, trembled slightly. 


Then, she lost consciousness completely and fell silent. 


A few months later, the underground research facility in Ibukido was destroyed in a mysterious 
explosion. 


The research facility was completely demolished, and the Fifth Hierarchical City of Ibukido, built 
above it, suffered catastrophic damage. 


At the time, the Ikaruga Civil War was still raging. 


The damage caused by the explosion had a significant impact on the war, and the Ikaruga 
Federation was defeated by the Novus Orbis Librarium. 


In the midst of the civil war, a girl was rescued from the ruins of Ibukido. 

Though her clothes were torn and her consciousness was clouded due to the explosion, she 
was miraculously unharmed. She had golden hair that reached past her shoulders and green 
eyes. 


Having forgotten everything about her past, she was later given a new name by her new family. 


That name was... 


"As of today, |, Second Lieutenant Noel Vermillion, have been appointed secretary to Major Jin 
‘Kisaragi', commander of the Fourth Thaumaturgist Squadron. It is a pleasure to make your 
acquaintance." 


Cycling, cycling. 

The world continues to trace intertwined rings. 
Blue melts into white. 

And from white, blue cycles once more. 
Incessantly cycling through endless worlds. 


Blue continues its cycle, leading to a new beginning. 


Afterword 


Thank you so much for picking up this book, "BLAZBLUE CALAMITY TRIGGER." I'm Mako 
Komao, the author. 


This is a novelization of the 2D fighting game "BLAZBLUE" published by Arc System Works. 


Following "CALAMITY TRIGGER," titles like "CONTINUUM SHIFT" and the latest, 
"CHRONOPHANTASMA," have been released. If you're unfamiliar with the original work, 
perhaps this will be a good opportunity to try the game. 


Incidentally, the latest work, "CHRONOPHANTASMA," is currently being enjoyed in arcades! 


Now, for those of you who are meeting me for the first time, nice to meet you. And for those I've 
met before, it's been a while. 


Well, it hasn't been that long since | wrote in the afterword of the previous BLAZBLUE 
novelization series, saying something like, "| hope we can meet again somewhere in BB." And 
yet, here | am starting a new novelization series with a game title! Yay! 


It's "CT"! "CT"! The very first BB game. It feels nostalgic. 


With this book, | wanted to bring the story depicted in the main BB game back to everyone, 
show the parts of CT that weren't depicted in the game, and for those who didn't know about BB 
or the BB story, to convey what "CT" was all about! That's the spirit with which | wrote this. 


This book is the first volume of CT. 


For those of you experiencing CT for the first time, | imagine you'll likely find that the 
foundations of the story or even the essence of CT itself might be unclear. But | do hope you'll 
enjoy that feeling of "not knowing" as you read. 


One of BlazBlue’s charms is its complex, deep story and world-building. One of the reasons CT 
is so fascinating is that it constantly introduces mysteries, throwing the reader into a world full of 
things they don’t understand. 


By accumulating many "unknowns" and gathering hints scattered here and there, you might 
think, "Maybe it's like this" or "Wouldn't it be interesting if it was like this?" And then you 
compare that to the answers revealed later, and new mysteries are born from that. 


As a novelization that is a fragment of BB with such enjoyable elements of interpretation, | 
wanted to make it more like "CT" with this first volume. 


| hope that this novelization, while different from the game, can be part of the ever-expanding 
BB story. | want it to be a collection of many mysteries and hints, and one of the worlds where 
various characters live. 


lll do my best to make sure the second volume gives you plenty of new “So that’s how it was!” 
moments! So | hope you'll look forward to it! 


| wonder how BlazBlue: CT was for you? 


Whether this is your first time reading or you're a fan of the BlazBlue series, I’ve tried to include 
various little details and references that fans of the earlier novels can appreciate. 


There’s so much | want to say, but more than anything, | hope you enjoyed it. | hope you had 
fun with this first volume. Did you have a favorite scene, character, or line? 


With the complexity of the characters and the intricacies of the relationships between them, this 
novelization was a bit more challenging than the previous ones, but I’m so happy to see this first 
volume come together. 


Please let me know your thoughts. Whether it's words of encouragement or harsh criticism, it's 
both motivating and reassuring to know that people are reading it. It makes me feel warm and 
fuzzy. Thank you so much to those who always give me feedback. 


Now, it’s time to wrap this up. 


Once again, I’d like to apologize to my editor for the numerous mishaps throughout the process. 
Thank you for all your help and patience. I'll keep working hard... Sorry about that. And a big 
thank you to everyone at Arc System Works for your support. I’m sorry for the times I’ve sent the 
wrong files or made other mistakes while communicating. 


Also, a special thanks to Sugiyama-san, who contributed the illustrations for this book. | was 
happily squealing as the cover illustrations came in while | wrote the manuscript. I’m looking 
forward to continuing our collaboration! 


Lastly, a big thank you to Producer Mori for overseeing the detailed revisions. I'll work hard on 
the second volume to make sure it lives up to the name of CT! 


And, of course, my heartfelt thanks to you, the reader, for picking up this book. The novelization 
of BlazBlue: CT is only halfway through. | hope you'll pick up the second volume as well. I’ll be 


waiting for you with the afterword there! 


See you in the second volume! Thank you again! 


Mako Komao 


